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TO HIS GRACE 
THE 


Duke of Ormond, 


Lord High Steward. of His a | 
Houſhold, Knight of the Noble Order of 
the Garter,and one of His Majeſties moſt 


Honourable Privy Councll, 


May 1t pleaſe your Grace, 


A ſed in your —_— Termi = | 
rifle, 


Wy yet : meanneſs of this 

infuſes a ſecret ſhame into me, 
when I conſider how ill a Preſent | have made to 
4 Perſon of ſuch eminens Merit and Grandeur, 
whoſe obliping, and not to be exampled Clemency, 
induces him to Patronize a Piece that rather di- 
 miniſhes, than brings the leaſt addition to his 
Fame, Hadit been an Heroick Poem,l might 


have open'd my eyes With greater aſſurance, and 
A 2 cheriſh'd 


. — 


CO  —  — 


- The Epiſtle Dedicatory, 

cheriſh'd my ambitions thoughts with the reſoluti- 
on of honouring ſome happy Heroe with your 
Graces, illuſtrious (|haratter, and ſo under pre- 
tence of a ſlender merit ſpringing from the Work, 
have in{inuated my ſelf into your Favour. But 
whereas other Authors are happy in this particu- 
lar, how little have T to boaſt of ,when all I can ſay 
in my defence, t,T hat its only good Fortune was, 
in being the Subjef of the Courts druerfion,where 
_ their Noble Clemency and Good N' ature were 
extremely requiſite, in covering its defets from 
the-too- Cenſorious ; His Majeſty » according to 
Ht accuſtomed Royal and Excellent Tempdy,, 
was pleas'd to deſcend ſo far, as to got it a par- 
ticular Applauſe, which was. ſeconded by your 
Grace, little conſidering, my Lord, the Pride. a 
young. Author might be infefled with jn ſeeing his 
Play honour'd with ſo dignified an Approbation, 
Butwhen I had the honour to wait upon you, and 
faw ſhining in all your Aﬀions the glorious Beans 
of Humility, Courtefie, true Honour and Virtue, 
Per feflions ſeldom ſeen in Great Men,'tis impoſ- 
ſible for me to decipher my thourhts, nor had [ 
power to utter them ; for my Minds fyrprize ad- 
ded. to the imperfeition. of my Speech, —_ E 
of 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory: 

bad leiſure to conſider. hom deſpicgble a thing in 
Pride; when ſuppreſt by the piourInclinations of 
a generou Piriue. .. Pardon me, my.Lord,if the 
indefatigable Zeal T owe your Grace, "makes me 
wander from: the nicer: Rules of Dedication ; 
And I beſeech you believe; that'as to Admire you 
T never can enough, ſo to Flatter you, uu far be- 
yond my power, you being far above it, I have- 
more reaſon to beg your Pardon for thu Treſ- 
paſs, than, to incur your Anger, for another De- 

fault : ABuffoon, though he may be often ſlil'd 
/ the ſport and diverſion of Princes, would very 
ill become the N\ame of their Companion. And * 
ſo thus Play, though it had the Fortune to pleaſe 
you as Spettator, muſt needs bluſh, as its inſuffict- 
ency, being receiv'd as a Boſome Friend. Confeſ-. 
fron (my Lord ) makes an abatement of the 
(Time, and to make it wholly pardonable, the reſt. 
muſt be impos'd upon your þ Clemency that- 
autberig;d my Belanefs ; the (lemency that drew. 
me from a melaucholy Retirement,where Content 
and I were of ten quarrelling about a ſlender For- 


 kune, t0 viſt the «4p Habitation of Virtue - 
and Grandeur. Birds ſing moſt ſweetly thap ſit - 
in the Sun-beams ; and 'tis,I confeſs, the Na 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory, 
#al Ambition of moſt Poets,to ſhelter themſelvez 
under the I ings of Nobility, Encouragement 
adding Ky to their Pons, and more 
vivacity # their Fancy : But to ludy to deſerve 
the bleſſmg of your Favour, ſhall be ever the 
great and ſole Ambition of, 


MY LORD. 


Your Gracss moſt humble, 


And meſt deyored Servant, 


DRAMAPIS PERSON &. 


Lord Belamonr + Mr. Bettertor. 
Manley Friend to Belews. Mr. Smith, 
Sir Arthur Oldlove, an. Wa Sandford. 
Captain Tilbury, an old Wage, Medbourn 
faſhion'd blunt Fellow | 

Techiel Mr. Anthony Leigh.” 
Toby $'80ns to Thur Mr. James Nokge. 
Old Follyman | Mr. Underhill. 
Harry, Son.to Jolyman Mr. Fevay. 
Flaile, Servant to Tilbury Mr. Richards, 
Dorrel, alias Friendlove Mr. Norrice. 

| WOMEN. | 
Madam Fickle Mrs. Mary Lee.” 
Conſtantia, Daughter to .. { 

Gor Arthay (Mrs Barrer. 
Arbella Mrs. Gibbs. 
Silvia, Attendant toFickle © Mrs, Napper. 
Three Wenches - 

Conſftuble, Watch, Footmen, Makers, . 
lanes ard Attendants. 


SCENE 
Covent-Garden: 


7 Prologue by 'Mr. Smith: - | 


F% and Son theories Twins of Wih, <ueihidt 


That us dt imbelliſh what a Poet writ, 
Are now as poor and deſpicable ! ax OILY 
As an old wrinkled Trader of the Town, [ 


With hollow Eyes,no Teeth,and tatter'd Gownsy n\) 1 


Like her they ate negleed by you Wits, 

And forc'd to trade with Country Squires qnd Cits, 
IWho with their Eighteer-pence uphold thtStige,:\- 
IVhich you would rnine with your Critick Rage; ? 
By Heaven, Sirs,;it is a Curſed Age. 

1 oo late" tis now for Poets to get Fame, TT 295 

1 heir Works are only: fit for you to Dam. 

hey toil, tis true, but game, inſtead of —_ £ 
Malignant Cenſures ; Thorns, inſtead of Bayes. 

The great Cabal ſo:partial do appear, | 
An Authors Vit les buried in his Fear. 
And as a Painter nrhis skill grown nice, \ 
Still mends and mend: till he has ſpoil'd the Piece. 
So too much care in ſtriving to eſſay | 

New Scenes of Wit, oft ruines a good Play. 

The FaGiows Club are Mercileſs of late, 

Carping, [{-natur,; and Degenerates 

Srfting ſo much to find each little Fall, 

They loſe their beſt diverſion in their Thought. ' 
And though facetions Playes, and th' learned Pit, 
When Colledges have fail'd, have taught them Wit; 

The Stages Ruine #mconcern'd you ſee, 

And Dam th Original of Gallantry. | , 
Shou'd we leave off then, we ſbou'd bear yout Jay, | 
Dam 'em, what Droues are theſe, why don't they Play 8 
'Sblud I ſhall never leave this Wenching vein, 
Jack, my lai? ſwinging Clap's broke out agen." _ 
And if we do Play-——then you Cenſure raiſe, 
And to encourage #5, Dam all our Playes; 

Nothing will pleaſe, I wonder what a Devil 

Makes Men of Wit fo formally untivil. 

But (nce 'tis ſo, and you thus Cruel prove, 

We mut appeal t our Friends that (it above, 
Whoſe wiſe _— Cenſures grace a Play, 

As Sqnibs and Crackers do—a Lord Mayors Day. 
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MADAM FICKLE, 
OR THE 


Witty Falſe One. 


« 
Ah _ —_— * —_ 


ACT. [ 


Scene 1. 


Exter Jollyman and Harry. E 


Hary, 1 ay How: Sir/. | 
Foll. How Sir 1. I'le- tell:you Sir—Ficd thou art a Mcho- 


cholly Files! a bad of Hypocondriagk, as Iam rok 3nd inſtead of 


making, Ipoil{t good: Company. -: 
Harry. Piſh: Good Sir believe it not; 
Fall. Secondly : Sirra, thou haſt quite forgot to tis a Quality that 
ve theſe 


was Hereditary, a Benefit that has Grac'd our Family for a 
20 years, and like a Varlet thou haft'hegletedit, | 
Herr, Not I i faith Sir! Yowaremiſ-inform'd, I am not melan= 
cholly, nor any thing of that, which you imagine. TI can fing too, 
—_— and for the Benefit of Company. *Tis true Sir, want of 

ONEY —— 

Fall, Sirra, Sirra, a lye deſerves a Cudgel. Do not vex me. Udsbores, 
Did I not ſee you yeſterday at Sir Arthur Oldlover, holding your hands up 
thus —. conning your Leffon ? 'What bulineſs'can you have with Anti- 
quaries, except it -be to'practice diſobedience, or turn Precifian to dil- 


grace thy Family ? 
Harr. Why Sir. T'le tell you what, 


fell. No Sir : Youncednot 3 


1 know the trick already, Speed the Ploagh Sir. 
Alas! What ſhow'd you do with _ To. you that neglect - 
. Wor 


Fol, & Irra ! Not a Penny : I Gay*tis loſt upon thee. 


2 MADAM FICKLE; Or, 
World —- Money'sa Torment, I have conſider'd. it — and will not 
tempt you'!— Money was made for thoſcathat laugh, and drink with 
appttite, -whole merry Souls -— put Padlocks on dull Conſcience, and 
live the life of ſence cam Privilegio. 

Harr. I will excel in Mirth Sir. Every day ſhall give you proof, 
each hour varicty » your Houſe ſhall ring with ſhouts of Joy and Mutick: 
T long have wiſh'd it ſo; But (till the Duty, thereſcrved Reverence that 
I to:c you $irgnade me forþear — But fince you'l have it otherwile, 
ieracets nfy wiſhes fully, © ; | | | \ 

Jell, And mine too Gr, {And a pox on Reverence I ſay, an Ounce 
of true Engliſh Mirth is worth a Pound on't : But this Antiquary —. 
* What Bulinefs had you there Sir? an{wer me that, 

Har. Sir, there is a rich Widow Jodges at his Houſe, one to whom 
my private inclinations have bcen long devoted z and by feigning an 
Auſterity yeſterday in Sir Arthur's Company, I got acceſs to her. 

Foll. Is ſhe merry, can ſhe ling ? 

Harr, To a Miracle Sir. She's extreamly Muſical : Plays o'th* 
Guittar, aud tells a Story with the beſt Grace I cver ſaw. 

Foll, *Sbud a fine Woman: I warrant her. Hang pinching, Harry 
thou ſhalt havcher, -—- - - | 

Harr. She's very reſerv'd ; but withall uſes a modeſt freedom that's 
infinitely taking, 717 bv» 

Foll, Udsbores! 1 likeit well; a merry Modefly, and an unſtain:d In- 
tzgrity add much'to Feminine Capacities : Let the world rub, Harry-. 
I ſay ,thou ſhalf have her, There, there's Money for thee a Nay if 
"thou 'wer't there 'npon deſign, 'tis another matter , I muſt how that, 
When'f was a young Man 1 was the beſt at a debgn ; Ah, I could ha? 
gone through ſtitch faith : But come, -hang pinching — Harry thou 


ſhalt have her. | 
| SONG. 


Away with the Cauſes of Riches and Carer, 
That poiſon onr Spirits, and ſhorten our Tears ; 
13 "No pledſure can be, 
In ftate or degree, 
But + >, or with —_ _ _ 
Then periſh all Fops by a Sobriety dulÞd, 
Whillihe that is «x. ron Prince of the. World. 
The Querks of the Zealow of Beauty or Wit, 
Tho ſupported by Power, at laſt muſt ſubmit. 
| For be that is ſad 
Grows wretched or mad, 
Whilſt Mirth like a Monarch dves ſit: 
| It cheriſhes life in the Old and the Tomng, 
And makes every day be both bappy and long. at 
. (%, 
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Jul, By | Heay'n a rare Woman, a\moſt Diyine Creature,” Sirta 
there's ,more. Money, and do: but_wheedle. dexterouſly.; Do but. get 
this Woman, and then hang pinching, let the World rub,” + {1 27 

Herr. Vie, warrant you Sir, - $9, T' have open'd' his Purſe at-laſt ! 
How now, whos this? | 


Enter Tilbury and Toby. 


Joll, Hoh ! My old Friend and Fellow-Collegian Mr. Tilbury : 
T'faith Iam glad to ſeeyou. This was good luck to meet you here after 
ſo long abſence. Pray how fare all our old Friends in Selirbury. 21 

_ Tith, In health Sir z hard labour, plain Diet, and Hearts Eaſe, arc 
ſtill che beſt Phyſicians. ' All well — All well -—- Oy W755": 

Foll, Why, let the World rub : I am glad on't i? faith. This is your " 
Son I think Mr, Tilbury. | it ; | 

Tilh. One of 'ems Sir. Toby — your Hat, Teother hand Sirra!, 

Well, this Boy will never learn breeding, | 

Foll. Oh Ile warrant you Sir, herehe'l ſoon learn that, a very hope- 
ful youth indeed —— 

Tilb. Ay, Ay- God ſend him Grace Sir, he may do well cnough ?! 
What Mr. Harry ! By Coxbodikins I did not know you... You arc 
grown a luſty ſiripling fince I aw you laſt: Ah .— Lord, how time 
paſſes! 1 am heartily glad toſee you, Good Mr. Harry. 'Sbud he ſprouts 
up finely. _—- I hope your Mothcr's well Mr. Harry. 

Harr, Very well $:r, : | 

Tilb. Still rohllng your Hat,. and ſqeezing your Gloves, [ To Toby. 
Sirra leave that trick, or by St. Fago I'le lame thee, 1 wonder _—_ 
you ſee Mr. Harry in ſucha poſture. .— 

7oll, Oh give him a little time Sir, he is not yet wean'd from the 
Country, . 

_ Jilb, No, no, my, Cudgel ſhall wean him, Good Sir, let me go :; 
Sirra, Sirra, -— Have 1 not told you of this? | 

Foll. Hel mend It quickly. Sir. . Pray — have a little patience, 

_ ſetting this apart, what buſineſs brought you to Town good Mr, 
ilbury ? 4 

| Tith, Why Sir, I have a Suit of Law depending here ith* Chancery, 

which Iam reſolv'd ta make an end, of; and my next buſinels. js, I in- 

tend to marry both my. Gone to two Fortunes, which are here provi- 

>, ment” 

- Foll. Both ! Why have you another Son 2 | 

Tilb,- Another !- Yes Zeebiel. : Did you never hear of Zechie! ? H'as 
been a Student in, the, Temple thisthree years, ker Becſ fellow than 


« 


this I afſufe you, all Air and Spirit he =— *Sbodikins,. Iam told in the 
Countzy- there's not a true Wit in all the Fratetnity but he,,. 


| B 2 « Luoy Jt. 
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: Foll. Why. then hang pinching he's a brave fellow. Cpine Sir, 
here's a Glaſs of excellent old Hockhere at Longs. Ile give you your 
wellcome to Town. + | 

Tilb. Old Hock! -what a Dickins is that ? Sir a Diſh, of Racy Ca- 
nary if you pleaſe, I am for no Hocks ! *Sbodikins Wine was never 
good fince it has been corrupted with ſuch barbarous notions, 

Foll. Well Six, Ile warrant you Ile pleaſe you. 

Tilb. Sirra , walk you yonder in the ( what d'e call *ems ) the 
Piazzs's, and if Flaile my Man come, dirc& him hither: And d'e 
hear,leave that ſneaking Dog-look of yuurs,or by St, Fago — Well, — 
I ſay no more for this time, Do'nt provoke me. [ Ex.. Till. Joll, 

Tob. What -a peeviſh old fellow *tis : Sure he has been ſtung with a 
V25p to day — He's fo fretful — But Udſhafh , Vie not be con- 
troul'iſoz and fo Fle tell him when time ſerves. | 

Harr, Faith Sir he's a little too ſevere; Why he ufes you like a meer 
Child, 

. Tob, Ay — vike an Infant -— huh — becauſe he's old, he thinks 
nd body has breediri% but himſelf; but Udfhaſh — in Salirbwry Lafſure 
you I paſs for the more accompliſh'd perſon. 

Harr, Without' doubt Six he were an errant Coxcomb that wou'd 
dope that —— why; you have a good Preſence. 

ob, Yes; thank a good Nurſe : Iam pretty well fortified by Nature, 
and yet every thing I do, he forſooth miſlikes, asif I were a Fool, and 
knew not how to carry my felf : Udfhaſh, I wonder he has no more 
Civility — | 

- Harr. O Sir! Old Men that have the prerogative of being Fathers, 
think'le but decent'to uſe that liberty : But ſetting aſide this Diſcourſe 
Mr, Toby, may not my Ambition defire the ſatisfaQion of knowing the 
name of this excellent perſon you are to marry. 

Tob. Why Sir — to tell you the Truth of the buſmeſs, I don't know 
her. name my fclf; for I never ſaw her yet. For thc old Fool my Fa- 
ther carries matters fo cloſely, that I can never know any thing: Bur 
by Ferobeam T'le tit himz For if 1 marry without good pre-meditation, 
Fam the Son of an Eaft-India Bagpiper 3 *and fo Udſhath Ple tell him, 

Harr, Marry a ſiranger, and one you never ſaw ? By Heaven *tis un- 
reaſonable. Pn oa Th $© 
' Tob, Udihaſh ! He's' the moſt unreafonable Cormudgeon you ever 
knew — ith? Winter he will not let me come-near the tire for fear of 
catching Chil-blanes, | 

Marr. Not warm your (elf — 

Tob, No: Did yourever hear the like :- But ZooksT fitted him once; 
for I burnt a whole Stack of Hay down to the ground on that occaſion, 
and warm?d my ſelf in ſpight ofhim. | | | 

. Harr. Ha; ha, ha _—— a Witty invention by 'my life; but Mr, Toby, 
I ſuppoſe you know what Quality ſhe that muſt be your Wife is, 


Tob, 


(9 


The Witty Falſe One. g 
Tob. Yes, yes: She's of very good Quality, anda Widow, and very 


rich Iam told. 
Harr. A Widow Sir? *Sdeath if it ſhould be my Miſtreſs 


Tob. As to her Conditions, I am ignorant of 'tm; but they had need 
be good; for I have miſs'd many a Wealthy Match for her ſake, J 

Harr. Certainly Sir I've the honour to know this Lady 3 pray where 
does ſhe lodge ? 

Tob U'eknow her? I'mglad of that i'faith: You may do me a great 
kindneſs in telling me ſome of her-Conditions --- Why Sir ſhe lodges 
here in Bridges-ftreet at the Houle of Sir' Arthnr Oldlove the fam'd An- 
tqCuary, 

WS The ſame by Heav'n, 'Sdeath was ever ſuch luck. Sir I was' 
involv'd in a miftake. I thought ſhe had been a Lady of my acquaip- 
tance; But good Sir, how came this Match fo forward, fince you 
ſhe's a ſtranger to you? | 

Toeb. Why Sir! You muſt know this ſame Sir Arthxr is my Fathers 
intimate Friend, and this Widow lodging at his Houſe, he preſently gave 
notice of it ; Telling himzhe doubted nor but he could make her a Match 
for me. But the main Cauſe of his kindneſs is, becauſe he deſigns my 
Brother Zechiel to marry his Daughter, 

Harr. Very good — now have I an itching mind to ſwinge this[ Afide 
Raſcall: But 'tis fo notorious a- Fool, that a beating is loſt upon him: - 
Then you'r refoly'd to marry —— 

. Tob. Yes ! Hang't I will marry'—- 1 fancy there's. a' great deal of ' 
pleaſure in't, * Firſt to command a Family, and fit at the upper end of 
the Table. . Then to make my Wite ſerve inttcad of: a Valet de Chambrz, 
and never pay her no Wages neither : Then'to command her this wayz + 
that way, t'other way, and every way tor this thing, that thing, 
rother thing, and every thing ; Udfhaſh *tis very pretty — ; 

Harr. But Sir, you ſtill mils che right end of Marriage. - 

Tob. That's all one Sir-.... why we muſt take our'Fortune. "Tis as 
the Fates decree = - 

Herr, Gad. the Fates are-very uncivil'to meddle- in a matter that *© 
ſo nearly concerns you : But Sir ! There's one thing more; there's a cer 
tain ill Fateattends Matriage — Horns Sir3 are you not-afraid of being ' 
a Cuckold? - | 
' Tob, A Cuckold ? ha,yhayha -— 1 fee he's a little foolifh — a Cucs - 
kold Sir, Udſhaſh — gn Saksbury' they know not what it means, *Tis - 
your London Air that breeds Cuckolds: Here's your horny Forreſt =. 
But Wdſhaſh, they fay here a Courtier can't walk the ftreets without 
being perpetually troubted 1n-returning the Complements to ſame of 
his Cackolds: Befidrs, they'r fo general a Society here, that nobody 
minds*'em — but in Sel;-bwry _— it a man is ſaſpe&ed to be a Cackold, 

c preſently gets into Office, cither of Conſtable, or head Churchwar- 
dep, that his degree may 'Tecover his diſgrace: — Nay-for better ſecu- 

rity; 
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Tity, 'fome of 'em- Padlock their Wives: And Udfhaſh that is certainly 
the ſafeſt way 3 and I wonder the Citizens here don't take it into Con» 
dcration, 

Harr. Get one of -the Common Council to petition the King, for an 
Act of Parliament to that purpoſe. - 

Tob. *Tray be neceſſary as things ſtand ſometimes — But ſee here 
*comes Flaile: Udſhaſh my Brother too, now for a peale of Wit, 


Enter Zechiel and Flaile. 
Zech. Hah Toby — Beangarſon touch Fleſh, touch Fleſh : Wellcome 


to. Town ifith _— upon honour thou look(t well, only thy Clothes 
a little diſguiſe-theez but no matter, where's my Father, hah — Bax- 
dog'and.1-have been ſeeking him this hour, prithee where is he? 

Tob. Gone to the Tavern with an 01d Friend of his. 

Lech, Come! Let us go thither too Upon honour the Tavern's a 
ſweet place, and next to the Play-houſe, the molt becoming a Gentle. 
man of any- thing — Sir I kiſs your hand, and beg your | To Harry. 
Pardon fornegle& in Salutation : But my Eyes being, (erenely tix'd upon 
my Deen ng happen'dan accedental Eclipſe between my impriſon'd 
AſpeR, and Sir, your Perſon ; But the Luminaries of my Soul being 
Kindled by diſcretion, I have now liberty to acknowledge and amend my 
fault committed in point of Demeanour, 

Tob. What ! What's all this ? Udſhaſh Zechiel's mad —- 

| Harr, Sir! 1 am very unskilful in a Repartee of this Nature, ahd 
theretore beg your excules, if all I canſay is, that your wit had no oc- 
cafion for half this Apology. 

Zech. Sir, your very Servant. Toby, Come let's to the Tavern, 
upon honour Ple make thee drunk tonight, give methy hand. What 
dull — flat — like a Poet in a Church, prithee hold up thy head and 
laugh. Man, and let us ſing, and roar, and drink away the night 1 k2 
Sons of Thunder, to morrow will be time enough_to ſee my Father, 
Hey, come along Boy. Bandeg, Sirra, you ſhall go too. You (hall 
drink Bumpers out of your Cultard-Cap you Rogue, and be drunk for 
the honour of your Countrey — | [Strikes off Flailes Hat, 

Tob, Yes, yes! He's mad —— : | 

Flail.- *Slid | For ought I ſce you need no Wine: | Prating will in a 
hort time make you toodrunk for any ciyil Mags company. 

Zecb, Well ſaid Plonghſhare: Why how, now Bully ! till in thy 
Dumps ! not a word to ſave a Mans longing ? [ To Toby, 
; | Prithee look up and ſpeak like a Man ot Worſkip : *Sdeath I muſt 
new.: mould. you c're we part; I perceive that you'l-degencrate elſe; 
Iipon honout he's no kin to me that is not as brisk as a Dancing-Maſter. 
Give methe Spirit-of Converſation, a Man that ſings, and talks, and 
laughs,and'fiarcs =— 2nd comes aloft thus with agility, hat—— jb On 

/ : arrs 
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Hare. Like a Taylor ore' a Waſhing-block : Well, I muſt leave 
'tm3 for the Diſeaſe of Folly is as catching as that of the Plague, 
Gentlemen your Secvant. 

Zech, Ah Sir, you will not leave us: Shall we not break a jeſt toge- 
ther o're a Glaſs of Burgundy ! Upon honour a Man of Wit is'to me 
as welcome as a Beautiful Woman, Toby, addreſs your ſelf the Gentle» 
ian your Friend, | 

Tob, Sir! the Truth is, my Brothers a little off oth* Hooks; but 
*twill quickly away -— ?Tis only the over-flows of Wit. You know 
the old faying, Sine aliqua Dementio nuliw Phabus ! This Wit is plaguy 
troublelome, 

*Harr. Right Sir. Therefore to prevent, Ile take my leave till ſome 
- other time, [ Exit Harry, 

Is he gone? Dam him he has no Money now, not a ſofffe -.- I know it. 
Upon honour, in this age a Man knows not who to beſtow his Gallantry 
upon : It he gets among Perſons of Quality, they are fo Critical, that 
he has not matter enough to work on: If amongſt the Vulgar z *tis lolt 
upon *em ; tor the fence of paying a Reckoning, makes them as dull as 
a Cantabrigian newly entcr'd into Orders, 

Flail. Ay, this London's a wicked place, that's the Truth on't. 
Che* have gone 3 mile about, and can hardly ſee, ought but Ale-houſen 
and Taberns, 

Tob. Nay, the worſt is, one can hardly know a Church from a Ta- 
vern, but only the Church hasne'r a Si 

Zech. A good Obſervation! Gad Ple pinch thee for that. Pinch him 
Bandog, leave your Church you Dog, and execute my Mandates, 
Ha, ha, ha. | Kicks away bis Staff, be falls down, 

Tob. Ha, ha, ha, up again Flail; there's no harm done. Udſhaſh ? 
ZecbieF's grown an arch wag, 

Fliil. Arch quoth a! 'Slid he has broke my Noſe — D'e laugh ? 
Ah you may be aſham'd o' your Actions, Your Worſhipful Fathes 
wou'd ne'r ha* ſerv'd me 20. 

Flail. Nay ! No anger Flaile! No anger ! What's a fall toa Man 
o thy parts; Upon honour *tis cuſtomary here to give or take a fall 
fromany Man, eſpecially amongſi Frends. 


Lord Bellamoxe, Mr. Manly, and Footmen paſs over the Stage. 


Bella. Sirra take this Letter, ahd doas I command you, away. — you 
fhall find me in the Mail — [ Ex. Footmen. 
: Come Manly, lets away == how now ? Who's here? My Fop of 
the Temple Jack? This is he I told thee of I won 300 Guineys of 
him t'other night at Back-gammon, 
Mant, *T was well you won *'em : They might ce have been thtown 
away upon one of tar leſs merit; for I ſte he has a kind of a lofiog 
Face — hel ne's thriye at play, Zecb, 


$ MADAM FICKLE,; Or. 


Z:ch, My Noble Lord 1- I kiſs your Lordſhips great Toe. Worthy 
Sir your Adorer. Upon honour my Lord you had the moſt Victorious 
Chance t'other night I ever knew: But ſince it was my Fortune to 
loſe, Fate did 'me a great honour in chooling your Lordſhip for my 
Conquerour. 

Bella, Sir! the moſt worthy arc ſiill more ſubject to ill chance, and 
*tis as abſolutely impoſſible for me to excuſe my own good Forttine, as 
to cnlarge upon your Merits. 

Zech. Ah! Your Lordſhip o'rewhelms me in the deluge cf your Gal- 
lantries. Bc pleas'd to know my Brother my Lord, *'Tis true, he's 
meanly apparel'd, becauſe newly come from the. Bleſling of 1500Tycar 
in the Country, to ſpend a Month or twoin Town — but elſe upon 
honour of a good ſtature, ſtraight. Back, and a Head of. molt hopetul- 
expectation. 

Bella. He ſeems no leſs Sir, I wiſh I had leiſure to comment upon 
his Perfections. 

Zech. Then here's my Bandog,a tough Raſcal.a Fellow of fo ſtrange a 
Conſtitution, that *thas been otten diſputed which was the better bred, 
he or his Oxen !. Upon honour a ſecond Hobſon ; my Lord, an everla- 
tiing Plough. ſhare _—- do but view him! Stand forth. O Man of Motley ! 
Ha, ha, ha-—— he bluſhes upon honour, he changes Countenance. 

Manl. Not for a worle I hope. 

Bella, No not unleſs he ſhould ſteal one off the Poles at London 
Bridge. But come, Prithee lets away : Such another deſcription 
would induce me to. beat. this Fellow for ſpoiling my Stomach to my 
Dinner -— [ Aſide, 

Zech. What's that?” Dinner! Will your Lordſhip dine with me? 
a dith of Partredges, and a Jowl of Salmon ( my Lord. ) 

Fella, But your ſawce is (curvy, and will doubtleſs corrode upon my 
Nature. Figs f 

Zech. Gad ! the beſt ſawce in the World, This Fellow was Cook 
to the = of France, and upon honour is the moſt ingenious in his 
FunGion of any Man in Chriſtendome. 

Man. But Sir, our intrigue lies another way. 

Bells, Sir, we are today Men of great Bulineſs, and there is a preſimg 
Affair that requires inſtant performance : Therefore adicu,| Ex. Bel.Man. 

Zech. This is the bane of our Nobility. Pride — Sloth, and ill 
Manners undoes the Nation. 

Tob. A Lordquotha : If all Lords have no more breeding than this, 
the Nation is like to have a hopeful Houſe of Peers. Udſhaſh, I could 
have carried matters bettcr than ſo my felf —... For with reverence be 
it (poken, and under the Roſe, my Lurd was as unmannerly a Fellow 
as lever ſaw, | 
 Flail. Ha, ha, hi — He a Noble Man, and pundtilio no better. 
Byt!y' Maſs the Maior of our Town has more manners by half, 

Zech, 
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Zech. Plhaw — What's matter ? Let *em gog upon honour I ſcorn 
' <heir Ignorance, and to let*etn fee rhe Power of x Man-of Wit: Thou 
and I will Lampoon 'em. T'le teach thee within this three days to be a 
Manof Mode; and thou ſkalt talk; and roar, and fight, and ling even 
with the beſt, nay Cocks of all the Bullies ...I'le teach thee the mot 
new and dextrous way of picking Wenches up. Then thou (halt 
know their tempers, conſtitutions : Whether they are ith* Boat or 
may be Boarded, Thou ſhalt know every thing Boy. Ile be a true 
Brother to thee, | 

Tob. Hoy Boys, then Ile warrant I'le learn quickly : Nay Udſhaſh _< 
I'm very quick at any thing I give my mind to, p 

Zeeb., No more blowing of Noſes on your ſleeve, nor twirling of 
Band- ſtrings, d'c hear? but when you are in Company, Cock your 
Hat, place your Arms thus, look like- the Son 'of Thwnder, and cry 


Tob.. Hoh — Udſhaſh /- I'le warrant thee I'le do't. : . 

Zecb. Then we'l have our names alter*'d : Let the old Prophets keep 
their Appellations; we'l be new Chriſtned: Mine ſhall be _.- F ilofloridsz 
thine Rewnſivell = Hey Rownfivell: Upon honour it ſounds rarely — 
and then for humour, 4 

Tob, Ay, ay, I warrant thee Boy ! If Ican but get a little Wie into 
this Pate of mine, let me alone for humour. . 

Zech. Then my Pithagoras, ſhall thou and I make a Tranſmigration 
of Souls, -Thou ſhalt marry my Miſtrcſs, and thy Wife ſhall be my 
Gracious Paramonr : 17 Puncks ſhall be thy -proportion ; thou ſhalt 
ſleep. in the comfort of clean Linnen 3 Wench with a ſafe Conſcience, 
and cat no more freſh Beef at Supper but the Fleſh-pots of Zgypt ſhall 
fatten thee, and the Graſhopper flouriſh in thy Summer. | = 

+ Tob. Hoy ! Rare, rare Phillorolida \ Prithee give me a note of thy 
Name 3 Ud(haſh I (hall ne'rhit on't elſe —- 
Zech. Come away then, we'l go preſently and praQtice =— 
And to the Tavern door miake our Approaches, 
Like Hc@"ring Gallants ruſhing from Gilt Coaches. 
n [ Exenunt, 


Finis Allus Primi, 
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:; Scene. :. The Mail.-. 


2 Enter Lord Bellamore and Manley. 


Bella. A Fool is a Vacxum in Nature; a Prolix ſtory without Margj- 
nal Notes; in whoſe Company a man neither gets credit 
nor protit :, It he be Rich his greateſt perfe@ion is Avarice :' If Poor, 
he-is altqgether.deſpicable,. and-unfit tor Society wo. © | 
Manl. T1 am not of your minds for if Profit turn the Scale. there's 
certainly moſt to. be got byhalf-wittcd people; and as to the'difprace, 
the Notion of a Fool is ſo general, and there's ſo many ſorts of *em, 
that a man loſes not an Inch of Reputation, but rather gets credit by 
their defect. | BP | 


; Enter Page. 


Bella, Now Sirra ! what news? 

Page, Idcliver'd your Letter as your Lordſhip directed; and ſhe de- 
ſires your Viſit - to be as ſpeedily. as you can 3 for ſhe has a Kinſman that 
about an hour hence has ingag?d himſdlt to wait on her z whoſe Com- 
pany ſhe fears may be very prejudicial. ' ©! | 

Bella, T'le be with her preſently, Fack,! T muſt beg thy pardon. 

Marl,' What an aflignation-thy! Lord ! A Love-challenge I warrant, 

Bella, Even fo i faithz and 1 muſt thither inftantly. Where ſhall 
we meet arnight? '_ | bY 951 

Manl, At Lamb withthe Fidles and a Talboy. '1 | 

Bella, Agreed: I will not fail thee — Fack farewell. 4 
Sirra follow me — [_ Exit Bell. and Page, 

Manl. So! 1am glad it happens thus; I ſhould elſe have been put 
to the trouble of excuſmg my abſence from him- Let me ſec, *tis 
now five a Clock ! at (ix I promis'd Celia to vifither, and his abſence 
gives me a happy opportunity. To perform it, Vle take a walk round 
the Park, and by that time *twill be very near the hour. [ Ex. Man, 


Enter Zechicl and Toby in a new Smit, x 


" Zech. Splcndid-and Gent , upon honour thou art Metamorphos'd ; 
a Courtier of the firſt Edition. Thou haſt the Town Air already, and 


wearſt thy Clothes with a boon mene, Walk a little ! walk! ah — 
7 | obſerve 
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obſerve always to keep your Foes outward, and your Elbows as far” 
back as'you can; that's right ! give me thy hand! Upon honour-thou 
art a modiſh Fellow — | {oter35co4 Hi 

Tob, Udihath —-. 1 muſt quarrel. I Fall not be aright Gallant till 1 
have beaten ſorne body, or am beaten, it's all one : Hah ! Philloromine. 
Plague on't I ſhall never hit of thy name, 

Zech, Thou thalt. beat a Conltable to night, thou and/I will ſcour 
through the Flannel Mermidons, and come off Conquerors; nay, ra- 
ther than fail thou thalt beat me; But le ha? thee fic{h'd.: -Stand' 
here ! Suppoſe me now a Drawer, and that I had been tardy in pro» 
curing a Wench according to your order: What wou*d you do otii' 
ſudden ? - 

Tob. Do! Why thus? a Box oth* Ear for a Prologue, you -know 
that's but reaſonable: =» | |  { Strikes bim, 
-[/Zech, Right upon honour. "Tis neceſſary — but forwatd/ *- > 

Tob, Hoy 3 Scaramouchi, Raſcal, Peltron, Popinjay! Son of 20 Fa- 
thers, belides- out-liers, comers and goers mutt: a Marf'of honour 
wait your leiſure, you Dog, and mifs his neceſſary diverſion, through 
the negligence of ſuch a Scarab: Udsbores, Ile beat thee/into a Tripe. 
No haſt * Noattendance ? [_ Beats Zechiel. 

Zech. Ao'd, hold ! ha, ha, ha 4 the right Town-ttamonr Ned, Flaſh 
to the life — ha, ha, ha. Let me kits thee for this; if thou canſt but 
get the art of gleaning from Plays, and remember'/t but my Rules for 
picking up Wenches 3 'upon honour in a ſhort time not a Bully Rock of 
*em all can come near thee for Gallantry. Mt Þ-11.4 -- 

Tob, Ay; but they lay the belt way of picking up Wenches is toſpeak 
Bawdy to 'em. and. the Truth is, I am a little ſhatne-fac'd xt prefent 3 
but I half quickly come to't, | I i 164 Bed 


Enter Arbella, Conſtantia and Page. 


Arb. So pleaſant and ſo inconſtant a Temper till now 7 nevet'krew : 
Her Carrfage is fo graceful and obliging, that *tis infinitely deſighttul to 
all Companies 3 and if ſhe happens- to ſpeak of lave, me thinks there 
flowsa ſweetneſs from her Language, that charms rhe Exr,  ! 

Conft. And yet ſhe's falſe as Hell 3 ſoftrangely wedded to inconſtancy, 
that the Town begins to take notice of her, and ſpeak the moxtoudly, 
as being ignorant of her quality : Sirra carry/that- Letter a5 direded 
YOU mom | | | 
- © T#, Udfhaſh! Here's women Brother 3 good Boy! I'le begone : 

My Heart fails me already, I ſhall never be able toſpeak to *em, 

Zech, Not ſpeak to*em ! Upon honour thau ſhalt, bravely tod.'' \ 
What flinch-in thy hrſt Charge. Come back for ſhame; obſerve mes 
le begin —- Vle incroduce thee — Ladies !! the Devil 'takt me i$ it 
be not a Maxime againlt Reaſon and Civility, for you to walk thus 

C 2 without 
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without Servants. But obliging Fortune, a particular Friend to your 
Sex, has ſent hither for that Employment my Brother and my ſelf; and 
if your pleaſure _— p | 

Arb. Sir! you will add very much to our pleaſure to leave us; for 
we are in (o ill a humour, that the Overtures of your-Imaginary Wit 
will b: loſt upon us. Fae! 

Zech, Leave you! Shall 1 leave a Lady to the Tyranny of Melan. 
cholly, that may be diverted with the pleaſure my Company : Madam, 
I know more of the Pundilio's of Civility than fo ; therefore as I was 
ſaying, My Brother and my (clf ——- 

Conft, Oh Heavens Madam ! This is the very Fool that my Fatber de- 
ſigns me to Marry, 

Arb. 1t ſeems he knows you not, 

Conft, No; he never ſaw me but once, and then 'twas at a Windoy. 

Zech. My Brother -and my ſelf Madam, two of the moſt accom- 
pliſh'd Sparks ith*' Town —— | | 

Arb. Two of the moſt canceited Fops ith' Town -— 

Zech. That ſhall be punctual in obſerving your Commands, 

. Conſt, That ſhall be beaten moſt unmercifnllyz it you ſtay a' litele 
onger. 

« Zech. Beateh Madam ! What raſh Preſumer, careleſs of his life, 
dares think a thought like that — Beaten / 

Tob.. Udſhaſh, ſhe has quell'd my Courage already, wou'd I were at 
home again. . 

Zech, But I ſce Madam you are difpoſed to rally: Beaten! There 
goes more to the beating of a Man of Parts, than you imagine. Upon 
honour I was my ſelf once fo well skill'd in beating people,that the He- 
rald had like to have given mea Battoon for my Creltt 3 thereby to have 
Ggnaliz'd my Valour to Poſterity. 

Arb, 1 wonder you miſs'd ſo decent an Honour :-For I am of opi- 
nion *twas an excejlent Device, and very ſuitable to your new-coin d 
Gentility.” ; 

Zech. New-coin'd ! Damme, this comes - of walking without a 
Foot- boy ; Brother prithee come and eſpouſe my quarrel! Theſe E- 
ternal Talkers have made my Throat as dry as a Spunge already _— 
Come ! Addreſs, Addreſs —— They tell me that ours is a new-coin'd 
Gentility. 

Conſt, Well Sir, and what has your large quantity of Wit to ſay on 
this occaſton ? ; 

Tob. I fay ! why I ay — Say you what you will: The Family of 
the Tilbwries is an Ancient Family, God bleſs the Royal Family, as any 
Family in Chriſtendome, and he that ſays the contrary is the Son of a 
: Whore, and my Brother here (hall cut him into Steakes — 

Zech. Well {aid Rounlival. 


4tb, 


The Witty Falſe One. 13 


Arb. "Slight! Prithee let's amay 3 this angry Fool will beat us. 

Tob, So, ſb — now they begin-to fear me : I ſhall da well cnough; 
The Coat of the Tilbury's new-coin'd —— Udfhaſh *tis as old as Tilbury * 
Camp, and that was in the ſame year with Noabs Flood. 

.  Conft. Inſufferable Impertinence ! They may well be Brothers z for 
their united Folly out-vies their Conſanguinity. : 


Enter Manley . 


Manl, Madam ! the Mail may now boaſt of a Happineſs unparalleFd, 
enjoying the'ſ\weetneſs of your Company, 

Arb, Still your Rhetorical Vein Mr. Manley, you conſider not the 
weak Capacities of Women. 

Manl. Yes Madam : I may conſider it ; but am ſufficiently ſatisfied in 
my knowlcdge of your Capacity to think it mean: But me thinks 
our looks are not fo lively as *tis uſually : Your Eyes have loſt 
part of their tire: No late loſs T hope Madam has caus'd this alte- 
ration. 

Arb. None Sir. only a little molcſied with the preſent heat, and the 
continual buzzing about of. Flies that haunt me, 

Mal. Flies 3-1 underſtand you Madam, 

Tob. Come z I think we had belt go : Here's ſome miſchief hatching. 

Zecb. I'le not ſtir upon honour, what a Pox he dares not draw in the 
Mail. | as 
Manl. Sir! 1 ſee your Preſence has the misfortune to be diſtaſiful to 
theſe Ladies, to whom I have the honour to be -known: Therefore 
"twill become you and your Brother Fop there, to leave *em, and retire 
to your better Conveniences. 
 Zeeb. Brother Fop Sir ! Upon honour you licence your Tongue by 

the priviledge of the place; ſuch an attribute ſhould not have paſs'd 
unreveng'd elſe. — but Sira time will come —— 

Manl, When I ſhall cut your Throat Sir ; Come Ladies, I le be your 
Guardian 3 Let theſe Muſhrumes ſtand if they dare. The reſpet I 
bear the Noble Company that uſually walk here, ties up my Sword ; 


but if they ſleep on't hang me. _ [ Ex, Manl, and Ladies, 
, Tob, Udfhaſh ! I'le go hire a Coach, and into the Country imme. 
tately, 


Zech, The Country | Such another word and Ple renounce thee for- 
ever 3 Prithee think no more on't : He'l be hang'd before hel chal- 


lenge us. ; ; | , f 
Tob. I ſee he has a murd rous intention, and *gis an a@ of prudence 
to be carcful, 


Exter 
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 Flail. Oh havel found you at laft ? T wonder where the Dickinsyou 
ramble? ch'have ſearch'd all the Coffe-houſen and Taberngs *twixt this 
and W:{ftminſter for your What byth* Maſs my young Mr. Toby turn'd 
Gallant too, Whoop ! by Coxounty what a change is here. Come 
you mult go to Sir Arthur Oldloves to your Father : Byth' Maſs he's 
almoſt out on's wits for you. - 

Zech. Go Bandog:, tell him we come, and Sirra bid himget a Bot- 
tle of Claret, and a Neats Tongue ready =— Go — Brother-come, 
cheer up : Pox ont,a Rencounter is nothing when thou art us'd to't —— 
Prithec let's be merry — 

7ob, If this Man had not come to diſturb us, I could have been very 
merry — Udſhafh'T could have beaten the Wonnn into a ]clly; but 
no matter, Time and Experience ſhall mend all, | Exenut, 


Scene 2. 
Enter Madam Fickle and Silvia, 


Fick, Is he come ! give me the Glaſs. | 

Silp. Yes Madam, and Pvt led him into the Parler. I proteſt he's 
a handſome Man, and one that in my opinion little deſerves the Cruelty 
you intend him. 

Fick, Cill yowAﬀettion Cruelty ? | 

: Sitv. Flattery in Aﬀettion is cxtreameſt Cruelty, I know you lave 

him not: I have heard you often conk&fs it : and to poſſeſs him with a 
belick you do, and at laſt daſh his hopes with a denial, is a horrid 
Torture, 

Fick, Iamglad he moves your Pity. Doyou love him ? : 

Sitv.- I commiſerate his Fortune — his love isa Happineſs too high 
for me; but good Madam, let me prefume to ask the-reafon why you 
uſe a!l your Lovers thus? - | 

Fick, .Well,in hopes to make thy diligence the ſurer,]le tell thee why, 
"Twas my unhappy Fate ſome three years ſince to fall in love, 
To give away my Heart, and throw my ſelt intothe Arms of 
One of mean diſcent —- and alſo ſlender Fortune: 'Yet had D:ltiny 
So link'd my Soul with his, that cach kind glance 
Shot from his darting Eye, me thovght went through me, 
I lov'd, nay and ador'd with (Oo much zeal, 
I cou'd have dy 'd — nay willingly tecn tortur'd : 
I thooght he couid not wrong my Icnoc-nce 3 for then I 


Swear . 
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Swear | was ſo innocent I knew not what ſin was 
Yet this deluding Wretch! this biſe Seducer, although 


I lighted all for him, laught at my fervent | 
Patlzon, ſcorn'd and left me, and when I thought his Heart 


Was mine for ever, *rwas then maſt treacherous, and tartheſt 
From me :* Therefore I've made a fivit and folemn 
Vow, on the whole Sex to execute revenge — Flatter, and 
Wheedle all I cad, and ever. ;" 


To praQtice toenſnare — but to love —— never —- 
Silv, The ſtrangeſt revenge I ever heard; but I doubt not Madam - 


in a ſhort time Love will alter your condition. 
Fick, Te venture-that — Go and ConduQ him hither, and fetch 


thy Lute and ſing. y * [Ex Silvia, 


'S-ON G. 


Beneath a Shady Willow wear, 

A Rivers pmrling Streams 

Aſtrea Careleſs of ber Sheep, 

With folded arms lay faſt aſleep, 

Poſſeſs'd with Golden Dreams ; 

Her working faculties ſupply 4, with drowsy ſleeptdeny'd 1 
For oft ſhe'd ſigh, and fmile, and graſp the Air, | 
Thinkieg ber much-Iov'd Celadon was there. 


Bnt as this ſleeping barmleſ; Maid, 

Ly rap'd in ſilent Foy, 

Poſſ: fing all that could be ſought, 

Tn fetter'd ſenſe or happy thought, 

Her Sr ain came fiſhing by; y 

He eager of ſuch rapting Bliſr, awak'd ber with a Kiſz, 
She Bluſping roſe, and ery'd, nabappy Fate | 

Ab Ccladon thou nor art come #00 late. 


Enter Bellamore, 


Bells. \Mirrqr of Beauty ! Abſtract of perfection 


Sweeter than Banks of Roſcs, and more 
Glorious, than the Bright Enipreſs of the Ruddy 


Mora 3 when carly Titan tiſes — 
Fick, So early in, your florid Vein myLor.I thought that 23 atnight 
had bcen always your facetions hour: For Heavens ſake ub more of this. 


You'l lofe your felt in thele Hyperboles. 061 
7" Ry Bel. 
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« 


Me thinks I have expre(s'd my (elf in as decent 

A whining Method, as*tis poſſible for a-Lover todo. 

Come ! (hall weabroad, my Coach is at door ; Prithee let's to the Park, 
tisa fine Evening. « 

Fick, No, I am oblig to ſtay at home to receive the Viſic of a Kink 
man, that ſent word he would wait on re. 

Bella, A Pox on Kinſmen !' Gad we have other Bufineſs than to 
mind Relatioz33 in theſe Caſes an aflignation diſappointed with one 
of them, is no more than the telling of a Lye, or an ordinary Frailty 3 
bur to ſpoil an amorous Intrigue when perſons are not at all times pro- 
vided, Y'gad *tis a moſt inhumane offence, and merits condign puniſh- 
ment in the World to come. | 

Fick, Ay Sir — but this is ſuch a Kinſman =— 

Bella, Such a Kinſman ? Why the nearer he is related to you, the 
better he may ſtay : The cold bufincſs of Conſanguinity is ſeldom ty'd 
to an hour, oncea week, or a month will ſerve the turn well enough 
but the preſling affair of Love brooks no delay. © The minute mult be 
watch'd that guides our Souls'to perfect Joys, and they who neg\c& 
are Fools, - * 

Fick Well, if Impudence be a Grace in a Lover, I ſwear, my Lord, 
you have as large a portion as any one I know : What man but you 
durſt contradi& his Miſtreſs thus ? | 

Billa. What Woman but you durſt provoke a Lover thus? Nay one 
that is to marry yeu; and conſequently to have power to Tyrannize 
Over you To lic with you but once a week, and then with an ill 
will too; To ſend you into the Country to look to your Dairy ; To 


Bells, To loſe my felf in you _—— were to find Heaven — hah Gad 


"keep a Mis in Town, and live three times beyond my Eſtate, according 


to Cuſtom, 

Fick, Is it not alſo in my power to befalſe ? Is my Beauty ſo mean 
think you, that no one wou'd make Addreſſes? Lies it not in my 
ability to wheedle you into a Belief of Love, and at laſt'to forſake 
you —— aſſure your {lf it does — but Heaven knows 1 am too 
conſtant. ; 

Bella. A Miracie in Nature ! A Notion of ſo ſtrange an extrava« 
g3nce, that the very found is incredible! Conttancyin Woman is a (e- 
cond Maidenhead: *Tis loſt ere they know they have it, and your 
Conſtitution Madam certainly tends that way, and the Truth were 
known — 

Fick. He little thinks how right he gueſſes — [ Afide. 

Bella. But ſince you arc in fo ill a humour, and are refolv'd to ſpend 
this Afternoon here like a Turtle, ſolirarily in your Cage, Ile leave you, 


-and ſtrive to divert my ſelf with other Company : I have a Preſent here 


too. which I inter:ded to Dedicate toyouz but to the Mclancholly all 
things arc diftaliful, . F k 
| Icks 
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Fick, A Neck-lace of Pearl ! I muſt not loſe that ſa — uſe your 
pleaſure, my Lord, The Vertue of a Preſent ſeldom makes me fond of 


any Mans Company. ; VE 
Bella, You think I warrant, this indifference becomes you extreamly. 


That modiſh turn of your head, and glance of your Eye, you _ 
was infinitely taking: But Madam, I am now in a more ſerious hu- 
mour, and not to be fool'd with ſuch Dilatory motions; ſo beg- 
ging your pardoa for my obſtrucing your Kinſmans Viſit — 1 take 
leave — | | 

Fick, Well! I am the very'ſt Fool. -I ſwear, my fondneſs makes 
you inſult over me 3 another Woman wou'd have made you comply, 
and be glad to ask her pardon ; but my good Nature makes you flight 


Mme, 

Bella. No, this ation has indeer'd my Soul to thee, and1T amfaſter 
thine than ever : Oh, I could live for ever in thy Atms — feed on thy 
Lips, and ſurfeit with thy Kiſſes, 


Enter Silvia» 


Silv. Madam the Gentleman is comes 

Fick, Unlucky minute! Sweet my Lord away 3 
I w2u'd not have him ſee you for the World. | 

Bella. The Devil blow him hence in a Whirlwind :. I will obey you 3 
but by Heaven with as ill a will as ever Coward faught-a Duel; bur 
ſince it muſt be ſo — adicu: Nay do not ſmile upon me; by the Lord 
I fha!l tire your Kinſmans patience, and Ray if you do. Farewell. A 
Pox upon him Iſay — Farewell Madam. i [ Exit, 

Fick, So, there's one diſpatch'd, 1 wasfainto tell hi 
"Twas a Kinſman; toget him gone the ſooner -— ftay 3 this is my paſ- 
fionate Lover ; one that Wooes by Method, and ſpeaks blank Verſe, 
Now muſt I change my temper ſuitable to his Tone, and ſpeak in 
the ſame iile: Let me fee; When Sapho lovd! Oh Heaven ! What 
throngs of woes oppreſi'd her harmleſs Breaſt? Very well — I have 
it rarely. Now to my Poſture — This Book — Languithing Eyes _—. 
$0 ——- And "neceſſary Handkerchief to wipe Imaginary Tears off — 


50 — The Devil's in'tif this is not Melancholly cnough. Here he 
COMES. { Sits at the Table, 


D | Enter 


a3 MAD 
| £04112 124glt: 3: Eter. Manlcy. / -: * 

_  Marl;; Life of my.S0ul4;bright Treaſure of the World, 

Queen of. perfetjons, / and the beſt | 

Ot all thy:Charming Sex —- What DiſmalFate 

Has caiis/d this alteration ? Why arc thy Eyes, 

Late\thc extreams of Glotiaus Light, now.clouded ? 

Adding more trouble tothe frighted World, 

[Than whei the Sun Eclipſed threatens a Chaos.' | 

Fick, Pardon my Frailty Sir: 1 have not lcarn'd the. 
Power todifſemhle: Who cou'd read 
The haplcſs Fate of wretched Ariadne? 

Hear Thrſpwsfalſhood, arid the piercing Mones 

Ot adifircſs'd-Maid?: By: Love undone, ' ' 

Left all alone within a Deſart Iſle, 

And not pay Tribute of a Tear or. Two to grace the ſtory, 

Mal. *Twas a horrid a& 5. ,' 7 
And 1 confeſs deſerves it but in us _ 

That Love and Glory in the Paſſion, 'tis 
Not hit Deſpair ſhould;Tyratniz2. / -: | 

Fick, Let themdeſpair that merit.no return, 
My pallion has been-permancnt, 

May, And mine 
The rrucft Heart that ere obey'd the Difates 
Of Loves. Impezial Power, from that hour 
That firſt obtain'd my Eye the happy Object 
Of your Perfedtions, my poor fetter'd Heart, 

Proud of the Chains of fich a Conquering Beauty, 
Reſolv'd to Grace the long wiſh'd VicGory. 
With a perpetual Conſiancy. 

Fick. And mine, 

Bleſs'd with the Pleaſure of your Loves Addreffes, 
Grew proud of ſuch a Fortune : Happy Celia 

Wou'd [ oft cry; if thou canſt purchaſe him, 

Thy Race is finiſh'd, th'abſira&t of all Love, 
Vertue and Valour : Then with my Minds PerſpeQive 
Wou'd I ſurvey your Soul, and ſigh, and covet : 

Love to my ſenſe ſuch pleaſing Motions brought. 

That I was loſt in my own various Thought. 

Max. Sweet Creature ! Oh mpy Soul how I adore thee! 
The tranſport of whoſe touch has power to kill: 
If 1 ſhou'd viſit often, ſpeak ſweet Charmer, 

Will you be always true ? always thus Conllant ? 
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Fick, Coolant Alas! What p——y Lto change. 
When you poſſeſs my: Heart.:'i /-; , 
Manl. My Soul 1 ; 
Fick, My Heart ! 
Manl. My Life! My Vital, Spirits! FA Heaven I fool my rar" in 
too much Love, and dote on my own Happineſs. . 
[ Kneels, and nl ber, Hand.. 
.\Fick, He's finely caught,!/ Wit, when art. thou now ? 
Manl. Exring Philoſophers, that Knowledge prais'd 
Above the Bliſs of Women, Wotnen, eligiaps 
Women, Women the 
Quinteſſence of Nature : Heavens Treaſures. 
Fram'd to enrich Mankind, and make*em Deities :- 
Travel fond Cynick through the ſpacious Globe ; | 
Dive through the Sza. Thence through the Airy Region 
Soar, to find out new pleaſures; and at laſt, 
When thou haſt known the Joys of Earth and Heaven, 
Believe with me it terminates in Women, 


Enter Silvia. 


Sitv, Madam your Kinfman is below, and deſires the favour of your. 
Company. 

Fick, Unfortunate Minute 3 for Heavens fake Sir begone : Iam un-- 
"done if he ſees you. Heark ! he's coming up. | 

Manl. Was ever Fate like mine _—. Wear this Sweet Creatuze, and 


remember me —— [ A Ring. 
So ! adiey Nivineſt, Sweetelt, Kindeſt ! O Heaven ! . 
Muſt I begonc? — [ Exit Manley. 


Fick, Ha, ha, ha 3 I think I did it to the life ! SjJvi2, didiit thou 
hear our Court ? 
Silv, Yes Madam and1I {wear I pitty the poor deceiv'd Gentleman, 
Fick. Pitty him, prithee talk no more on't : but who is that below? - 
Silv, The Young Brisk Gentleman that fell in love with you yeſter-- 
day 3 he that your Ladyſhip gave the Song to. 
Fick, Tell him Ile come to him. [Exit Silvia, . 
Now for a Brisk Airy Humour to agree with'the Temper ot this Fool. 
This is the moſt eatic Fop of all my Pretenders, 
There needs no Net for him; his own actions are 
His belt Betrayers. The other two l confeſs have 
More wit : But what then? Love makes a Dance of a. 
Councellor, and their fondacls proves as prejudicial 
As Cothers folly. O Men ! Silly Men ! That fetter'd with 
A Smile, forget the Butinefſs of their Creation 3 the Motives 
Of their Honour; and the ſafety of their Countrey .. Thus N 
Ic: 


——— ———_—————  ————— 
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Far my revenge is proſperous » and Ile forward, My Panthers 
Breath ſhall draw 'em to the Snarez my Tongue ſhall 
Charm z my Smiles kindle Loves Fire in their amorous 
Souls, till they'r ſcorch'd ſeverely 3 then forſake 'em 
Whilſt in my Breaft, my Heart obdurate Flint 
Shall hear, and yet not pitty. | | 

" Thus all ſhall know that were like me refus'd, 

No Serpent like a Woman when abus'd, 


[ Exon, 
Finis Allm Secunds 
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A C T. I I ; 
Scene I. 
Emter Sir Arthur Oldlove ( ridiculouſly dreft, bung with Medals ) Tile 
bury, Jollyman, Doxell. : 


[4 Table with Scull, Sword, Vial, Shooing-horn, 
Box and Pickzooth, cum ceteris, 


Sir Arth.CTR, *tis no matter what the World thinks. The World 

| think ? why let it think, 1 ſay once agen 3 'tis ſuch as we re» 
deem loft time from its Chaos of Confufion 3 Is there any thing more 
pleaſant than Antiquities ? The knowledge of the diſtinQion of Ages, or 
the deeds and manners of the Ancient, I ſay. is there any thing more 
pleaſant ? Oh happy Romans that took this into conlideration; for 
—. own part Iam nothing, a man of Ignorance, a meer Reptile in theſe 

arities, 

Foll. Every man in his humor, and let the World rub; Appetite and 
Fancy are two great Monarchs that ſway Mortality, and hang pinching, 
udsbores 'tis fit they ſhou'd be ſatisfi'd 3 but good Sir Arthur, what arc 
theſe ? Doubtleſs theſe are Rarities too. 

Sir Arth. Right Sir, and ſuch Rarities, that were their worth valu'd, 
the Weſt-Indies were too ſmall to purchaſe them. | | 

Tilb, I warrant this has been ſome Princes or great mans Scull, *sbo-» 
dikins he looks till with the face of Authority. 

Sir Artb. Fie, fie, Sir, your Hat on : This Relique ſhou'd be touchte 
with reverence, but your ignorance muſt excuſe all —— Pray ſtand ality 
tle back. and giveattention — This Scull, this noble prudent poli- 
tick Scull, once belong 'd, or as I may. more properly ſay, was pertinent 
to the Body of St Gawaine, a Knight of the round Table. 

Tilb. $t Gawaine ! A Dutchman, was he-not ? I believe I know ſome 
of his Relations. — x6 ; 

Sir Arth. A Dutchman! oh inſupportable — Sir, did you ever know a 
Relique made of the Scull of a Dutchman ? No, he was a Britain Sir, a 
hardy'Britin, and Nephew to the famous King Arthur of gy 6 bug 
ry and this Scull was latereſident in Dover Caſtle, brought thither by a 
fam'd Antiquary, whoſe name time has out worn, and ſince purchas*'dby 
me;toalluſtrate this City, amongſt the, xeſt of my pt. Antiqui- 


Sho 3::. 

- Fall Very well, Sir, proceed. . | 13S? my 
, Sar. Arth. And this here4s the fam'd Hero ,; Sir Lancelot du Lake's 

Sword. E . ib, 


4 
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Tilb, 11 1 warrant this has been the death of many a Conſtable but 
fethinks, Sr Arthrar, the Ruſt-hes been-alittle too bold with -it, --- 

Sir Arth. Ah Sir! Ruſt adds to an Antiquity, 'tis our Friend : And we 
that are skill'd in theſe e mattets, can by the Ruſt on a Sword tell how long 
it has been durable. 

Foll. Hang pinching, 'twas well diſcovex'd z I ſeea man may live and 
learn, tho' he be never ſo old, good'Sir, forward. 

. Sir, Arth This here is. a Shooing-horn, d' mark me— Hats off ſtill — 
pray obferve it* a Shooing horn ——— 

Fol. Tis fo —— [ Call Servant, 
" Fir- A#tb. This Shoging-hort, Gentlemen, the firſt that ever was in- 
vented, was, with revcrence bt it ſpoken, the neceſſary implement of the 
No cen of Sheba, and left by her carcleſs Chambermaid at Feruſalem, after 

tr viſit to King Solomon, - 

" Tilb, By St om 0 we Alcovery, bodikins who would have 
we fo muc E Svilade Hononr could depend upon a Shooing- 

"Fa 
Fell. Very ftrange! very firange ! by Se. Fapo, as you fay 3 bue the 
wing the merrier, the merrier he better company, and ſo _ pinch» 
ct the World rnb. 

le Arth. Thi is the Silver-box that Nero's Beard was kept in; *twas 
mtheVaticarx 399 Years, and lately preſented to me by a Friend of mine, 
«man's great anthority in-Rome. 

Tr. Somewhat hike a Tobacco-box——— | 

Sir Arth. No compariſons, good'Sir, but obſerve, this is the Rubbing 
Broth of Sivius Orho, and this the Picktooth of Helgabalks. 

Fel. Carefully preſerv'd from thervuines of time, 

Tograce your Study, Sir Arthwe, 

, Sir Arth. Laſtly, this Jaſf ——tho*-moſt precious and beſt of all' my 
Kcliques 3 ; this Fisfaltof the tears of $t; Ferem,/in former Years 'pen=- 
Gant  rport the $pire of St. 'S-prelchres Steeple 3 but by 'thy mdulgent care 

"atk charge redeen?d from thence when the City was on fire. © 

A = of mornent, Sir, and worth your diligence, 


* | \ Ber Jervint, 


* Bery Sir/rheie's two Gentlemen below deſire admittance. 

Tihh. Sollikins- my fons, my ſons : 'Sir Artbar, T order'd them 19 
cornic hither,that'they might ſee the Ladies you writ me word of. Friend 
*err the way up —— | Ex. Serv. 
" Sir Arth, Wou did well Sir 5 Dorell, go ſe if my Neece be ar leiſure, 
and bid my davghiter come hither, - - -1[-Ex, Dor, 

Foll. Ay, ay, come, hang pinching, let's ſee the Lady R Jet Women 
wake up the Conſort, and then let the World rub, there*s mirth-and fro- 
kekc iu 5 but without Womcn,-udsbores tis-prolix,. "ths Inpertinents tis 


&% 
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every thing ill, and noching well hang pinching, Women, Wainen, I 
71 016.wel Gid 5-and-50;by Se. Fago thou grow'ſt young agen,thou'et 


2 very Boy« | X 
; Foll. Not frozen, not frozen, heart whole, and warm enough to keep 
out Weather udsbores, when I was 1-and-20, I was the fprightly'® 
Fellow—I cou'd have ſung and danc'd, and leapt and jumpt—hey troll— 
faith—buc *tis paſt now——however I at ſound —hem-—not fo old, 
but Tam a jolly man till, and hang pinching, let the World rub. | 

Sir Arth, Well, I ay till, there's nothing (o becoming as Gravitys \ 


Enter Zechiel, Toby and Flaile. : 


Tilb, Zechie! —— my Boy— how doſt thou—kiſs me ſirra—$dudT 
am glad to (ce thee—they tell me y'are grown an arch Wag—hah —+ 
how now ! ' what Metamorphoſis firra ! where got you them Cos - 

0 

Tob, Now muſt I give him a private Item, or this ignorant old F 
will diſgrace me before all the —_— : (Laker bim aſide, 

Tilb, Oh! are they fo Sir Well, God give ye joy ; | 
But Zechiel, prithee, what News in Town ? | 
Doſt chou thrive—hah — bo, 

Zech. Thrive | there's a Salisbury queſtion already 3 upon Honour, tis 
pity my Father was no better: bred : Sir, the nouriſhing facundity perti- 
= to = _ has — CR _— on _— _ = - 

acquir'd by Fortunes 'donation, and theretore— Sar 3 
ſue to kiſs —_ hand — I was ſo bury'din my Fathers Cazeſſes,that I 
protelt my eyes were Traytors x 

Sir Arth. Sir! I hope you and I ſhall have a nearer affinity and knows 
ledge of one another erc hw [ Tob. ſurveys Sir 
Arth. Cloaths, 

Tilb, By St Fago my pains were ill employ'd clſe ! Why I cate" to 
Town for that purpoſe —— 

Sir Arth, But whert's your Brother Sir ?y TOE 

Zech. Here Sir—taking a particular view of your Habite—— \_ - 
_— Sir Aithur, methinks your Cloaths are not made according 
to Mode. | 1 

Sir Arth. Mode — ah good 'Sir,no more o'that; no-Modes I befecch 
you : my Habit is the Mirror bf my Mind,little do you know the value 
of this outſide : Sir, in brief, 'tis more than. the Kings three. Dominieus 
can purchaſe. 5D SE. Eddy 
= udſhaſk ! I'd like to have fpoil'd all, I-took-him: for a Mornice- 

cer. > 3 
. Sir Arth, To diſplay my meaning more plaidly Sir;this'Medal was'the 
Badge of 'Peace *twiact Soanderberg —_—__ Yorks > this-wasthe 
- 
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of Guſtavus Adolphus, and theſe Breeches, renown d be the tatter'd Lj- 

- nings, were the Breeches of Pompey the Great 3 he was call'd Pompey tb# 
- Great, by reafon of theſe great Breeches. - '  LICLES 

Foll. Peace be to the ancient Cobwebs betwixt the ſeams Sir Are 

#bxr, your Servant,I muſt go ſeck my ſon: Odsbores here's the Lady — 


I'll Ray a little longer now, and.Jet the World rub —— 


Enter Conſtantia. 


Sir Arth, How now, where's my Neece? 

Conft, Gone to the Park Sir, with my Lady Arbela, 

Sir Arth. Park ! What without my permiſſion ? Paſſion o' me, I ſhall 
have her ſtol'n. Huſwife, this is your fault, you are ſtill prating to her 
of thepleaſureof Intrigues as you call 'emz Well, theſe new damnable 
Cuſtoms utterly undo the Nation. | 

_Conft, Sir; I am not her Guardian, tho' you are 3 nor do I think it a 
particular of my duty to pry into her ations. 

Fell. This certainly the Lady Hurry told me of, udsbores a merry 
Maufſhrum I'll warrant her. . 

Sir Arth. Well, ſince 'tis ſo, we muſt praQtiſe patience, and Mr Tilbury 
it ſhall be my care hereafter to have her xcady for your ſons addreſſes — 
in the mean time, pray Daughter know this Gentleman, whom I have 
eeted for your Husband | Zech. hides bis face, and goes backward. ] 
And let it be amark of your duty to.uſe him kindly. Come, Sir,along, 
along— a young brisk FeHow, and ſo backward — he. 

Zech. The very ſame Woman.I affronted in the Mall, What ſhall 1 
do, ſhe'll diſcover me. 

Tilb, Why how now firra, what flinch, recreant, daſtard—- Bodiking 
thou art a diſgrace to th' Family 3 th' Til/buries have been good Holders- 
forth for above this 90 Years, and ſhall they now. be dath d like a Knight 
at a Bear-bating 3 for ſhame to her, to her agen I ſay, by Sr ago Ill 
cudgel thee forward if thou doſt not. [ Toby breaks the Vial, 

Sir Arth. Mercy a'me, what's that ? 

Tob. No harm, no harm, only a little Vinegar Bottle, an accidental 
Miſchance, as I hope to be ſav'd Sir Arthur. 

. Sir Arth. How! the Viat! oh Heav'n the Vial ! What St Ferom ! 
St Ferom's tears! oh Hell ! Fate! Death! Deſtiny! I'm undone, loſt, 
ruin'd for ever—the Vial! $t Feroms tears ſpilt,the Holy Relique ſpoil d; 
oh I am miſerable, oh inſupportable loſs. Out of my doors thou Yarlet : 
away zI abomianate thee, deteſt thee, and thy whole Race for this deed, 
aways I ſay,St Ferom! $t Ferom ! oh diſmal accident ! 

Tilb. Good Sir have patience, I'll make relticution. | 

Sir Arth, Patience ! Reſticution ! 'sbud both the Indies cannot do't : 
Hadft thou butnt my Houſe, murder d my Wife and Daughter, ftol'n my 
Plate, any thing but this,k cou'd have forgiven, but to diſoblige oy 


St Jerom, 


- 
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Se, Ferom;, Oinſuſſerakle ?-inſvfferable ! 'ris a capital crime, and not 


to be forgotten /—-, _ 7 NG. Fu. 
'Titb. Siera, this,is.your unlucky hand. * Come, we muſtgoatd coms 
fort him, he'! run mad elſe— © *'-* © © * | Ex, Tilb. Jollyman; 


Conſt. $o I hope this accident, and my. Fathers anger, will be a means 
to keep me from the futuxe impertinences of this Fop, Lord! how you 
look, Sir . What's the matter ? OO Rs 

Zech, Nothing, Madam: onely a litfle troubled at my-Brothers hte 
miſcarriage, and the diſturbance of the Company- | , 

Conſt, You may repair that inconvenience in the-Mall to-night Sir— 
there will be variety. 

Zeeb., A pox on \ "nf ſhe has diſcover*d us! Well, Madam, I gueſs 
your meaning 3. and, though my behaviour expreſs'd a little too much 
the freedom of the. age. That I can give my ſelf this fatisfaRtion, Fhat 
I did nothing but what was Courtly, and like a Gentleman. 

Conſt. A Gentleman of the firſt rate I grant, Sirz that is, an infign- 
nificant Squire, whoſe addrefſfes are fo formal and common, that your 
Fleeiftreet Prentices have better, whoſe head, hands, and body are di- 
verſly imploy'd in faſhioning a bow 3 and, when he ſpeaks, he might be 
call'd a walking Bagpipe, being oblig'd to his nofe for gracing his utte- 
rance. 

Tob, Nay, if you talk of Noſes, here's a Noſe, and-udſhaſh,under the 
Roſe,another manner of Noſe than yours is; if you goto that. 

Conſt. Suitable to the owners perſon, I confeſs 3 and were my judge 
ment askt in this particular , I ſhou'd gueſs your Noſe arid Underſtands 
ing to be much of a length 3 onely there is this difference, your Noſe is 
more. viſible, but both very, equivalent to your perfon and behavis 
Our. 
Tob, Madam, let me entreat you to be fb mnch your own friend, as. 
not to queſtion my behaviour. The ſhame will be yours , if you do, F 
aflure you that— *Sbud, 1 knew how to behave my ſelf, before you. 
knew how to — (mum, I had like to have ſpoke it-—)to difcern be-- 


haviour. & < 
Conſt, Your brisk air, bone Meine, and gentile garb expreſſes it, Sir. 


You are the exa& picture of your, Brother there: Nature drew yoa. 
from its Copy. And, Sir, ſhe has furniſht you, as the World may ſce,. 
and you your ſelf doubtleſs imagine, with all graces pertinent-to your 
Sex : but we are ſeated in fo relentleſs an Air-, that I proteſt 1 ar. 
| blind to your perfeQion, and you appear to me a very ordinary perſon, , 
conſidering the advantages you have of Impertinence, Impudence, and 
good Clothes. What your Brother may be in my Lady #zk/es eyes T 
know not: but if ſhe defires his Company as little as F yours, we ſhall 
both ſleep without dreaming, Call Jollymait. 

. Zech, Darame, T'le be gone This eternal fleerer wilh jear me to. 
Conſumption—Come Toby, let's to the Tayern, and roxe tonight: Vie 
WaArrair: 


35. MADAM FICKELE: Or 
warrant thee 1'e procure a Couple df Fetnales; that ſhall'be gov®Coths 
Pany, and. glad of ours— This is, the moſt exerliſting Repertee— 
Quads, the has given me the Gripidg '6f the Guts in ſtudying an An- 
{wer —— Come, cone away, _- _ | | | 
Tob. Wi, 1 am certainly the unlucky'tt fellow in the World : Wh 
ſhould not I be now as witty as thee? but onely Natures a ſon 
a Whore, Deſtiny's. x Slut, and Fortunes a Bitch 3 or elfe Men' had . had 
predominance in talk, not Women: well,the Devil will have em for't 
one day, that's my. comfort. [" Exemnr, 
Conjt. Hard fate of Women, that beſtow your heatts where is no re- 
turn : and that often hate ſuch as love e'm. If Manlty knew I lov'd 
him, I queſtion the ſucceſs, and yet without a hazard nothing is per- 
feed. I wonder TI have no. Anſwer of my Letter. I'mfure he had it: 
but I muſt have patience, IexpeR th? everit, 'as tirtie gives opportu+ 
NitY, : 


Enter Jollyman. 


._ Fol. Your ſcryant Lady. | 

Your Father's in an extravagant rage yonder abont breaking his Vini- 
ger Bottle, His Relique, as he calls it. Nothing can pacify him. He 
ſwears he will fill another with his own tcars, and never fiir abread 
till *cis Aniſhe, 

.,, Conſt. Tis, what pleaſes his humour, Sir. I hope he has gain'd fo 
much of time to ſatisfie himſelf in every particular, without diſgracing 
his Quality, or reproaching his years. - 

{a Prettily expreſt that : Udsbores, Madam, you ſpeak well, pithy, 
and to the purpoſe. My Son Harry has a Love-intrigue with a Lady 
that lodges in this houſe, and pardon my preſumption, at firſt I thought 
you to be the perſon. 

Conſt. No Sir! 1 am not the perſon 3 and, becauſe T am loath to ſee 
good Nature abus'd, I le tell you a ſecret. Therefore know, this per- 
ſon your Son loves is at this time engag'd to twenty beſides this old 
Gentlemans fon you ſaw here. 

Foll. How | Twenty pretenders ! 

Conſt, At leaſt, Sir : all which ſhe wheadles for revenge or profit, with- 
out the leaſt defign of Love or Marriage : for to tell, you the truth, Sir, 
(however ſecretly. ſhe carries it) ſhe's marry'd already. 

Foll. Why then my Son is wheadled. 

Conſt. Very near the brink of a precipice aſſure yourſelf. 

Fol. Ile go inſtantly and difingage him : This was a Iucky Yiſcoves 
ry, my Son- gull'd : no, my Caution ſhall ſecure him from the danger, 
and then let the World rub, . 

Conft. Six, I had not preſum'd to ſo free a Relation , had I not 
kuown how nearly it concerns you, who'bear an cſtimadle qpemenr 

| among 


The Witty, Falſe Que: © © 1 f71 
age Grandews.: Si; Tag JO} 0 i Gt 


i RN 2 inal nem of, an ex- 
cdlent humpur -— hah ——old: — 
ragy be crackt-:i hut, moxe of this heveaſner, -; Now to my; Son, I'le get 
his neck out of the-Nooſt, and then: follaw > ug a3 OCR! 
a ods: 1179 (63 0:1 1g gov d 29 £154 14 Evite. 

iv +1}.foms ann | id 2277 2n4rdÞ 


' Scene. 2 GnmeSirbn Later, | 


"11; 0p i; 
Hers, Melangholly in cighes; the Low ve 
properly be term'd the poiſon of life, a 3 


Man; of Wig that is malancholly, and Lt Vag = Peigicn as 
unneceflary a Creature, as a man that wants, wit, and biyes every. 


— L have 85 few: precenfions to Meclancholly a$. 60, the Wis youu 
ſpeak of; the one diſagreeing with my Conlti pablo 6. the 


ſuxpeting wy ity. "Tis txue, 1 er A ey 

ceipt of a, Paper hers, which. i is the xcaſon is- nat rj my 
young Aixe +» but I think 'twill haxdly GEES to be very melan- 
cholly. 

Herr, -A paper | prithee, What ig't aChallenge # | 

May, No, 'Sin,, Þ bave good fortune ſeldqine ;t6 wok on ſuch, Mig: 
fives as Challenges with-a.cleuded. brow,': Tis-a-Letter fxom a ſiranger 
that 'knowes my Amours;:apd takes | the eowhiſence upon her to... 11; 
me here ,. My Miſtzeſsis- the maſt inconftant of ,W omen. 

Harr, F1 lay my life.  -malitious dehign of ſore Ji Jitor other that: 
twtends you for-bet particulay- uſes; 

Man. The Letter horas ſome afſeGjon inthe Wajges : barn 
thonghes can 'even; carry me $949 baticf, it; can come from any. of, my. 
former Mitireſſes: tor know none of emis acquainted: with Wy. P61 
"_ 199% ofieSimnges 4.00% read ite. ' 


Her, JF your Sex bad as great-a =—_ for fincere aft. 4F: f4 
cont ancy , jou od. uw hs 4 Yar - co ”, 
ache 4 by Ferpeus phat CEIE "int yr whe ow 
0-my e 5 ye, 44; ue 5 F 2 P Uſe 
will d indiference has bm. miſersble,,  _.. _ EY 


I confeſs this is Myfiicalz yet ey a gragkes xelemblanxs. of rruths 
then fatfhi Tvirtiagin'd;- >4 £ 211! ( 4 

. -Man. An-Qrade thy heaven + nod the Deal i Genin, that with 
imaginary doubts, -it: addi aa intollerays addition. 39: my maigfory. 


V3S3Y Harr.. 


32 MAD AM- FICKLE; Or, 
: : Marr. ' Tis certaialy'a geheral plague, pertinent tball Mankind, for: 
I-have # 'Miſtris that I miſtruſt too, and were ſhe not OC. 
ging  whenTam- with herT ſhou'd be moredubious:; for I never come 
eo viſit her, but ſome Kinſman or other comes to interrupt us: (o that 
certainly ſhe *miuſt have # World of Relations, or «fe I have this Mis- 
fortune, to/cone'juſt & their hours' for buſineſs——— | | | 
. May. My fate toa tittle : by heaven juſt ſo I am tormented... I amv 
_ yet within dores —— but I am moleſted with ſome Uncle or 
other. | 
Harr, She &alls her (elf Cleio, one of the Muſes 3 and, to purſue that 
—— went to viſit her laſt night, and ingag'd three or four friends 
to <gtertain her wich-# Dance, where we were fain to ſtay an hour 
ere' we tou'd pet 4@ttiftrance, "2 ans 
* Man, 'T hope at faft your patience was well rewarded by her-kind ac- 
ceptance of your gaHantry? '© - 3:70 
Harr. Indifferently : ſhe appear'd} to be very merry , and expreſt a 
gracefall thanks for the Diverſion' I gave herz for, the Truth is, T ac» 
coſted her in this'manner, the more to chdear her to approve my paſ- 
ſion : T having chat 'very morning'{poke with one,” chat- ignorantly con» 
feſt, his Father brought him to Town, upon defign to Marry her. 
" Mar. That was a lucky diſcovery. T hope you was not idle in 
your endeavour of ſupplanting him— 
| Harr. Nogad, I did make the beſt on't I cou'd ; for I went inftant- 
ly ro her, d with the beſt Rhetorick I had, endeavour'd to weed the 
Fool out of her thoughts: * Twas fortunes bounty alfo to me,” to find 
her at leaſare, and-alone 3 for had her Guardian'Unckle, Sir Arthur, been 
at home , it had been impoſſible to have had any acceſs to her. 
Man, Who, Sir ! Who?' pray that haſt again. 
Harr, Sir Arthur Oldlove, The Antiquary here in Brlgro fron; ſhe's 
Ris Niece, "Widow, an approvid fortwnic. {7 3177 | 
' Mzn,” Hell 'ihd the Devili -| The very fame Wernan Thave fo ſigh'd 
for : but I-ſee he's ignorant that T'am' his Rival, and T1 get a} I can 
out of him, that I may have the more' to upbmaid her with: Well,Sir, 
you made a happy concluſion, I doubt not ſhe was kind without ſcru» 
Phe afterwards, hah——." WING Uk QEQ ES 
" Harr, 'By Heav*n, kinder" than I expeRed': "ſhe: told me, I had- the 
largeſt*ſhate in'he#heart, and fpoke the ſweerft Foftefſt things; *rwould: 
-rnelt. 'a” man to heat. © prefented' her "a"pair of Diamond: Pendants; 
which ſhe unwillingly receiv'd 3 and, as a Crown of my Courtfhip,told: 
me at parting, (he had juſt before thruſt away an impertinent Suitor, that 
catrie*to-make addebifes,purpoſtly-t6 make room for: me. 
Man. Very well. Dam her, ſhe entertains a Legion: 'Þ'l:iviſit herin- 
fantly;"4þd" with che extreme! ſentimonts-of /rage © aud: jcalouſic , 
fow'r ny affftced-chougtts/ into lier perfidious:breaft, -- > yi 57 


Harr, 
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Hare, What fay't thou,- was it not pleaſant? what 2 pox not 2 
word ? methinks thondoft not relliſh my difcourſe. ' - * | 
. Man. As well ab « Rival carr” Sir't One that has the fate to foffow the 
wheel of your Chariot, whilft you triumph in Loves Empire : 'Hatk'ee, 
for your further ſitisfaQion, this Woman you ſpeak of is my-Miftriſs 
too, the very ſame perfon ' intimated in this Letter : one that F have 
Courted this {ix- Months, - and was in hopes -within-s week 'more to 
have Marry'd.  _ CIR oi yo 

Herr, How, Sir, Marry'd to my Miſtriſs ? ( 

Max. Ay, Sir, to our general Miſtreſ$1 for, as far as reaſon imbellifhes 
my judgment, I am apt to believe you, and F come but in the Reer of 
twenty: mote. - -  - ; SESIEINE L (041 

Harr. Now the plots unravell'd: I begin to haye a knowledge of 
the viſitant Kinſman that us'd to moleſt ns. LELAS 

Man, One of which I'm of opinion ofte-uſurp'd your ſhape: all wil 
out at laſt, Sir: And, I'm refolv*'d PII not reſt till I'm reſolv'd that Z 
may be in a _ of revenging, my ſelf in the blood of him that dares 
uſurp my right in her affetion.  [Ex. Maply. 

| Herr, Fortune was a darm'd Tilt to make me difcovet wy intrigue 
nay tomy Rival: Theonely man I ſhou'd conceal it from. "Well ' 
er en fleep in this biiſineſs: if ſhe be falſe; my lob is the tels ; btit,if 
conſtant, | | 


' '- My Sword my Rival's-claimes muſt (trait remove, 
Bravely be dies that Vititm falls to Love. [ Exit, 


Emter L. Fickle, Arbella, and Friendlove diſgxis'd. 


Arb. So much Beauty, and ſo many attraQive graces I know cannot 
want adorers : but, too many Lovers, Madam, in; my opiniori,is like too 
wo ery { The 'abundance of enjoying takes away the pleaſtre of 

Te lis 1921 111421; | 

TC. Fick, What you call-much Beauty in Me,is fo little, that this com- 
plement you make me, argues, Madarn, a defeCt in your judgment: and 
es to tmy ſervarits , which 'you calll my adorers, they are {o few , and 
thofe- [o rriearfly ferter'd{ that T am behoken to fortume-more than Beau- 
ty, for the credit I have gpt in the, World. ' 

: "Arab: Fy, fy 5 1 Fwcar yon wrong your ſelf: your perfections are the 
general diſcourſe of the Town. | 

Fick, The Impertinence of Fops and Citizens 
find a better ſubjeR. ns 
. Arb.1 hope you think my Lord. Bellamore a Wit 3, and, to. my kggw- 
kdge, yon are the ondly Sai he' adores: a pretty man by Heavy, tall 
ſtrait, and well proportion'd, onely a little vain, an inrotlcrabfl 5 
that's his worſt fault, 

J | Fick; 


a man of wit can 


34 MADAM FICKLE: Or 


Fick.,Now:is this, tomy ; knowledge, a Lye of her own. Invention, 
The monſtrous effects of anvy. and jealouſig— '. -* Aſide, 

'; Arb; The happine(s' I wiſh you, -you_ may \ ot in. the content= 
meng, I (ſhall:receive in. fecing you ſo well marry' 

 Fick,. If conſtancy and-immaculate affection may: wetit happineſs, I 
doubt not but to have as large a; portion as another, but want: of. deſert 
makes..me ſulpe: th' yen] although. I; know -he loves me—- This 
ſearches her — Hhide. 

Arb. Inſufferable ! confeſfion'!: Oh I cond kill her, &þde.. 

.  Ficks, Happy chance !. ſee yonder he comes. 

Arhi I'll take my, leauc, 

F ice Oh o wy nO Means, gs » Pray ay a lier longer. 


"2 6 will not for the World: Some acker, time Pp give —_ .. 
*Faſaps : Tl when, your, humble Servant, 


Emer. Bellamore ,". as ſhe £0es out, meets ber. 


| Bd Madam! the Parks: upbappyy lo. ſoon "to. aſe the pleaſure of- 


A vr PANY=! :: | \ tl6n0- [. 1:2 haul 
Your car.my Lord F. "hi Whiſhers, 
* Fick, Here is certainly ſome plot contriving, bs wheadling-eme, and 
whiſpering with him ſufficiently declares it : and, by heaven,I'll ſearch 
into the depth of Magjck,. but I Il. find it out 3: Iam already ſufheiently 
repar'd with arguments :.and, the more difficulty lics-in the. matter, 
the better 'tis often perform'd : hard ſhifts, and dangerous plots ſuic 
Womens Wits. better. than dnll - ad venture oh z and, whilſt in tedious. 
ſearch dull men run on, arm'd by. our minutes thought , the thing is 


done. 
. Bell; Fo. morrow, Madam, kwillnot fail . Kx-Arls 
now, if. you had ſo.much- Divinity i in you, 45! my amount. toa Actuple + 
of F Conſience you'd be in a continual fear of future ill', for. drawing 
me from, the innocent converſation.of this, Lady. . x 

Fick.. The innocent converſation /. 

Bell. Ay, Madam. She's a. Soul: ſaving Creature « female-Maralit, 
her diſcourſe is a. continual Sexymony an has! i$hg: dogs 
Ague has upon me, I do ſo tremble.., _ - 

- Fick. 1 imagin d.it a kind of quaking Zea), ney  durablean hour, 
ac Manly, thine; Dear Rogue / E&Þ | 


Enter Maaley- Gar "ah boi 


Moy. 1 ne Mianctally ! quality! The fig, of a. dbauch jak 
et WUraRbh: . 31 | | 


- Rick... 


The "Witty Falſe One. 35 

Fic, By heav*n my t'other Suitor. *T'was happy I broaght my 
Maſque —— This will diſguiſtth&———: © | - /-!-Putr on by Maſque, 

Man, In one ſence you are right; for, Loves grand influence” con» 
_ d nearly, is but a debauch, and we our ſclves the Paraſites that 
ooth it. 

Bell. 'Tis ſo: and therefore why: ſhon'U men of honour , that pra- 
Qice the DiſtinRion, and know Dereer, reſent its ercachery ; Prithee, 
What isit,* Fack 7 

Man. A thing of nothin and yet" every thin that cou'd torment 
me! Oh that dull appetite ſhow make a Monarch of the ſlave of Na- 
ture, to tyranize over that-noble Soul that gave it firſt its being. - 

Bell, Dangerous reſeutments, by heav n, Jock; but, Prithoe' diſcover, 
cotne, be getwine. 

Man 1 receiv'd a Lefter this morning from 2 ranger, ekill'd ie 
ſeems in my Amour, full of inveRtives againſt my Celia, eſpecially of 
her inconſtancy.. This I confeſs troubled me, for the xeaſons urg'd- it 
had ſome appearance of Truth, and afterward conferring with young' 
Follyman, whoſe misfortune. ſcelt'd roſie wich miley hemade ſoam- 
ple a diſcovery , that I found we were Rivals, and that this falſe-one* 
Careſt hiny more than me: and, in all probability, entertains ſeveral 
others. This put me into'ſo extravagant a rage, that had not my curio- / 
ſity of knowing the truth, ty'd my hand, my Sward had pleaded my in- 
tereſt 3 I am going now to her Lodging to be reſoly*'d | 

Fick, If he had ſeen me now, here Nas wag fine work / How near 
are my plots to diſcovery ?—— * -.  - Aſide) 

Bell, Gad *tis a buſineſs. of importance. . 

Man. So much, that by heaven I am' reſolved -to ſearch -it — 

my its 

Fick, So! now will I inſtantly. home, and perfiwade him; that all is- 
falſe, and *onely: the motions of envy,” Come my Lord, ſhall we _—_ 
Dorel! bid the Coachman come round to St. Fames's Gate. =—Y\y 

Bell, What is that Fellow ?-'T never ſaw hinv detore, (3b A 557 

Fick, Sir Arthur entertain*'d oy in his 7g 4 to n— colhis 
accompt. @ \VISAAAk, 7 

Bel. And, bruſh his antiquities —ha, ha, ha. 

Fick; "Never wis man & beſorted::he dates not: Hebp .v ING for 
fear of Thievcs. 

:'Bell/-Dam hin and his: old Tmapinations: Lerus mind ourown ihe 
ſineſs ; Come, let's to the Mulberry Garden 3'/ T ha'-yot: treated you - 


this week : methinks we live already as we were ys, not, a word-: 


of Love in a whole Scene of 'Diſcourſs: (oe golf Yorohia 11 Y, < 
Fick,.'Tis\'better i*ch'-Beart ithars/ Inihe"Tobgur 3 beſides.from 2 


Man.of guality,: Love hasfo:ftrange ai fotnd:!nbya5n amyopidion; the ! 


Eyes are the beſt Orator, ay now and then- yy precnagr] _y with a. 


ſhort-figh : for | a Prolapuic: -: 2il 311 692109 TH 
b ig ” 'F 2 "Bel, 


«&. . 
4#-. 


36 MADAM" FICXLE; Or, 
- Bell; Thus > ha? Pons don yi tent x4 
© Fick, And ſometimes the exalting the hand to the lip, with a ſhort 
Kiſs and away. 1 | 
Bell. Thus, Kiſſes ber, 


Enter Nanleys 


Man. Now I conſider better, I fhall have occaſion te be punctual 
to an hour : My Lord, prithee lend me your Watch: hab— blood 
and death, What do I ſee ? 

Fick, Return'd agen ! this was a Curs'd txick of fate. 

Man. Ungrateful Traitreſs ! now I plainly fee (all I have heard is 
true.) Perhtidious Celia : more falſe than Crocodills, that mourn the 
Nin, and yet delight to kill} *emz Do-you not bluſh ? Are you ſo arm'd | 
with impudence, this obje& cannot ſtartle ? yea, this beguiFd objec, 
that bath'd his pailicn in warm Tears of blood , and. hid it at your 
feet, deceitful Celia. 

Beli, Celia! What a miſtake is this, by heaven my Friend's 
mad. 2 481 | | 225% | : | 

Fich, Now Wit ahft me, or Fm Ioft. Mad ——— Why d'ee not 

Feet? look, look how his eyes rowke » how pale his lips are fee how 
his Perriwig flares with his wild paſſion 3 his hands and body trem- 
ble. Oh this Celia's a cruel Wretch, _ . | 

Man. Ah , perfeQtion of ill : Wou'd you convert your infamy ? 
Diſguiſe your falſhood in my ſhroud of madnefs ?, No, no 3 it ſhall not 
do. Madan, all ſhall out , affure your felf it fhall. ' 

. Fick, So handſome, fo well compos'd a man + Oh heavens what pi- 
ty *cis : run, my Lord, run to the Gate, and call your Footman to fetch 
2; Doctor!! two houres in; fuch, @ fit wilt kilt him«!: - 

--Man. Stay, my Loxd, and hear me Pl diſcover all — This La- 


— 


Fick, Ah, delay not minute, as-you lovehis life 1 © © - Shreeks ont. 
My Lord —— away, away. | 
Bel. Poor Maxley , thou ſhalt not dye for want of ſo ſmall a Cour- 


tchie. : 1 Exit. 
Man.' Welt, Madam, What's yous defign in this? What new plot is 
. contriving ? 
Fick Oh heav'n? Am 1 thus requited* Sir, I never expected fuch 
2n aCion from you: Was there no way to augment my miſery bue 
els © 21th; Weeps, 
Max. Your miſery ! Ha, ha, ha. Your miſery /— | 1c] 

Fick, You know well efough- that this-is (the perſon 1 my Ninele de- 
fgns to Marry me , and-that-*tis impoſtible tor me ever to fee you, if 
he knows you are; his Rival. :/') 6 bo 

Mar. Hah, this may be true 3 for he has foxmczly told me ſomething of 

&« 64 an 
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an Intrigue like this : Well, fuppoſe this tzue mn Tam oy Mr _— 
Iym 1 is a perſon not intereſted in your Uncles favo 

Fick, In mine! Thatan impertinent Serenader, only yaeeprd fort for the 
Company's fake he brought with him; ſhon'd have the impudence to talk 
thus. { Call Beltmore Footman. 
Man. He proteſted it to me a truth, and fwore your extravagant fa- 


your exceeded his hopes. 
Fick, And you believ'd it; well, Fll take care with whom I truſt my 


heartagen —— ' \ Weeps. 

Man. Ugh, I can hardly believe thisz yet fure theſe tears are real, it 
muſt be {o--- Come, Edo believe thee . forgive me Celia z and confider how 
inſupportable is Jealouke lodg'd -in'a Lovers breaſt. 

Ficks: If I had not hit of this Plot, what ſhou'd we have done than © 
I warrant you won't believe L lave you ets. ||| 

Mar. By this & do, thou haft confirm'd it in me. 

Fick, He'lt come back immediately,and I wou'd not have him fee you 
for the World 3 therefore be gone, I'll expect you this Evening, at my 
uncles. 

Man. EL will not fai you Sweet, I am ghd i it happens thus. [ Ex, 

Fick, Ha, ha, ha ! it) 

Thus with the ſnowy Veil of Innocence, 
Contriving Women cover their pretence 3 

When Women weep, look, Gallants, for ſurpriac, 
For all deceit les drencht in wat'ry eycs. - 


| Ent a Bellmore dud Footmans. 


Bell. There's a Coach teady at the Park Gate, how now,whene is he > 

Fick, Ah! gone, gone, all my entreaties could not m__ him, trighted, d 1 
believe, at my naming a Door 3. 1 ſaw him croſs the Mall, but in ſuch a 
ſtrange poſture,that caus'd both pity and admixation in all that beheld hing 

Bell, Poor: Fack,.. 1.fee the: fits of Madnels are as fudden, as thoſe. of 
Love, and commonly work the ſame effects, Fate keep me. from the 
tryal « of it 3 for Exceſs in in any thing is a perfeR torment, eſpecially this 
Modiſh Paffion we Men hunt alter, a which. is fo generally admix' d, 
though conducing to Madnefs. — 3s. 
WANs 
He #bat of Loves ripe Fayes t ber awd ns re, Pa 
Abates bis Bliſs, oy fer bal tbe A 6 _ 


'The End of the Third A&. 


"ACT. 


3B MADAM :FICKLE: Or 


; ck Laurel, i ata abbr gm—_ 
199936 1; 2473134 WITTE TE 3t; 
ACT YV. 

-* Scene: 1: 


will l. 4 OL? 45 6 - IÞ- , iT 317 F 1-110 / #57 a . 
© Ewter Sir Arthur, Tilbury, Jollyman and Friendlove, al. Dorel, 


Sir 4rth.F Y Rge 'me no more, Sir, you. have my anſwer, my final-and 

| A my punctual anſwer; FI will proceed no farther in this bu« 
finefs; Hor (hiR-my"Nece join iffue with'a man {o wild, and (6 unfortu- 
nate : St Ferom's tears (pilt, my treaſure, my.chieteſttreaſure loſt, a bleſ+ 
ing which this forty Yeats wecheriſh'd, ſnatche frorh me in an inſtac-! 
oh unparalleld misfortune! 1i{ay,let him forbear my houſe, 

T#b,” Well, of 'a Knight, and a Juſtice, of .Peace,: this is the ſimpleſt 
man of Worſhip I ever ſaw 3 good Sir, let it not ſo nearly concern. you, 
you ſhall have reRitutibn, by St: Fago F1b(elt half, my Eftate, butiT ll make 
you amends 3 What a Pox, d'ce think I 1 be ungrat&ul?,- | |! , 

Sir Arth, Half your Eftate?! a pretty Propoſttion's /'sbud , Sir , the 
Grand Signiors Revenue would nor purchaſe a drop on't. 

Foll A very” coftly Liquot by Mabomtt,; L':think that -Turkiþ Oath 
ſounds well — hah —— Ent 05905 251125204 | 

Sir Arth, Old Oaths are not to be deſpis'd, Sir, therefore by Melchize- 
adech, which, I conceive;:was well thought 'on; my reſolution s fixt, your 
ſon ſhall be a ſtranger to my houſe, my daughter is not for him, tell him 
ſo; *zlid ſhow'd he come here, within a Week I ſhould have my ancicnt 
Medals of the Romans plaid off at Gaming-houſes. RE 
© T#8."' Sir; upon'my Reputation, he knows hot what belongs to a» Ga» 
ming-houſe = Alas'Sir ! You're ignorant vf/his Principles, he's Coun: 
t&ty-bred, Sir <—Counitrey Learning, Countxcy Manners, and Countrcy 
Wit 5 *sbodikins he knows nething of the Town. ' , | 

Sir Arth, But he*friay know every thing in time, Sir 5 and I'll harbour 
no perſon, tvithin tpy doors; whoſe tuture knowledge is more. dangerous 
than his preſent. | — Mc; yi: {ine 

Foll Udsbores a neceſſary Maxim. . : | 

Sir-Arth. 'Troubje* yolir ff no more, Sir; my WiHI\ ismy Laws and 
tho*Tam a Juſtice of the*Peace and\Drorum, 1 think my proceedings in 
this both neceſſary and judicial — My Necce is an Heireſs, and there is 
great care requir'd in her bcſtowing3- nor ſhall my Daughter match into 
a Family, when I give ſuch evident proofs of my diſlike. Mr Tilbury, 
you, as being my old acquaintance, ſhall be welcome to my houſes but 
give me leave to tell you, my eyes are open'd to your ſons folly, you un- 


derfiang me, I do not like their tricks Sir. talk, 
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Tilh, Tricks Sir ! ——1 find-'tis you. have your tricks Sir — But 
by St:Zage I ll go Fee my Lawyer immediately, toxce ſhall. compel'what, 

words cannot perſuade, and I've a Bag of old Harry-Groats haye 
lay'n by me. theſe twenty Years, whigh .1'll ſcattes amongſt the Gown 
men, rather than be thus abus d. " [ Ex. Til. 

Sir Arth Old Harry Groats {, What pity 'tis ſo meritorious an Anti- 
quity ſhould be ſo ill employ*d — is he gone? 

Dorr. Yes Sir —— juſt turn'd' the corner of the ſtreet, in fo haſty and 
diſcompos'd a manner, that it argues him plotting ſome bulinels of. im- 
portance. | 

' Sir Arth, Wou'd he, were here agen. Now wou'd I rather- his ſon 
ſhould have my daughter, than that he ſhould, walie any'ot that-precipus, 
money. 

Toll Let it go, let it go,'there*s enough to be had in Lumberſtreet : But, 
Sir Arthur, to my preſent affair 3 ſince you have been (© generous to deny 
him your daughter, I hope my addrefs may be ſucceſsful. 

Sir Arth. Troth, Sir, Hope is very neceſſary in this affair 3 and'if you, 
can-but hope my daughter will like your! Perſon and Years, as well as I 
like your Eſtate, your Hope will have as amplea Field to range in,as any, 
mans I know. ' ' mt 10eh7M;3 it ; 

al; My Perſon and Years Why, Sir, 'tis impoſſible. ſhe ſhou'd; 
diſlikeit 3 whatever my Years are, I aſſure you;my Imaginatian is but . 
- One-and-twenty, | IT 
-- Sir Arth; But, Sir, in the ſpace of aWeek, the firepgth of your Ima» - | 
gination'wilbbe worn'away, and your Perſon will be left, cothe deliberate, - 
age of Erght-and-fifty a month or two over,; 7, 1 4 |! FYy 

Fell. No, *tis three- months under by my faith, Sir Arthurgand what, 
then? With me 'tisan age of 214 Look in my. face, Sir, obſerychogy the 
blood: mounts 3 here, here's your Complection,;without art, facus, or any, 
thing. —— Then, Sir, peruſe my Perſog— Hah — 1 think lam well. 
ſet — Hem— And as found as another: man— Beſides, 1 gan talk well 
walk well, and make Water well —— which, udsbores, is as provoking | 
a quality as any man is-Maſfter of. | Monk, 

Sir Arth. Sir, in a young man I confeſs theſeare additions} but aman 
that has the misfortune to decline into the vail of Yegrs,were he really, 
HO allthis, wou'd not get credit with the World, he would not be, 

ievd. | 

Foll. Not believ'd ! Sir,my.aRions ſhall give continual demontratiqn,, . 
IT am not in the Catalogue of your intirm perſons 3 my Back,Sir,is ſtrong, 
by Body active 3 nor has my jnfirmity been ſo much my Foe,to abate any 
part of my vigour : But I can. Run, Wreſile, Fight, or Play a Game ac 
Tennis with any Spark i'th' City, and let the World zub;.. To confirm 
you, you ſhall fee me do't— ( Not believ?d! ;) Udsboxes you. ſball fee mes 
Ride the Great Horfe, or jump over a. Stick for the King of. Exgland,, 


Ser Arth.. 
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$i Arth, Well Sir,'T witl conſider on't—in the mean time addreſs 
your {cif to my daughter 3 come, you ſhall ſup with me : Dorrel, if any 
one ask for me -—— T1 am not at leiſure be careful, and let no eye be 
EpcRator of my Rarities without my knowledge, come Sir—=—— | Ex, 


Dorell manet. 


Dorel, The uncertain Dice of Fate thvs far runs well, and my deſigns 
are proſperous My diſguiſe, ſhrowd to my troubled mind as well as 
perſon, ſecures me yet trom knowledge 3 and my eye attains the liberty 
to gaze at all her actions, and yet. paſs undiſcover'd — Oh curs'd Jea- 
loulie, how crooked are thy paths ! 


Enter Bellamore and Atbdlla. 


Bell, Unconſtant, and to me ! by Heav'n *tis. ſo ſtrange a Notion, that 
methinks *tis incredible. 

Arb. And why-incredible ?: Lord how you Men are deceiv'd in your 
opinion !- You term your ſelyes Princes and Lords of Nature, imagining 
the eafie tempers of Women ſlaves to your nobler quality ; and yet for 
all your pretences, to my knowledge ſorhe of you are often miſtaken. 

Bell. Well, if ſhe be 'falſe— 

Arb, What then? | 

Bell; Why then ſhe's damn'd, that's one comfort however 3 but Ma- 
dam, this extraordinary fayour in you, obliges me in: gratitude/to a re- 
turn. Shall I wait on you to your Lodging, by Heav n I hate ingrati- 
tude? Cotne, Madam, what ſatisfaction ? 

£rb, Such a queſtion to a mercenary Spirit,might perhaps be accepted 
under the Notion'of gratitude, but you having a perte& knowledge of 
my quality, and obliging temper, give me leave to tell you, my Lord, 
*,was very untecoming , eſpecially from the mouth of a Man of 
Honour, 

Bel, 1 gad I mean it cordially, and if my ſervice— ; 

Arb. Hold, Sir, y'are obſerv d, yonder's Sir Arthur's Van from him, 
you may doubtleſs-learn the truth of all, my preſence will be unneceſſa- 
ry, therefore ll withdraw — So, I hope this will wean him—— | Ex. 

Dor. This is one of her Suitors, now for a new diſcovery,and Fm re- 
ſolv*d to be prepar'd for him——— Your Lord(hips humble Ser- 
vant-— 

Bell, Dorel, Come hither, I've ſome buſineſs with thee. 

Dor. 'Tis too much Honour, my Lord. > 46 | 

Bell, I long have lookt on thee as on a Man above the:common Pile of 
Menial Servants 4 and fince I know thee fuch,I dare requeſt a ſecrer from 
thy tongue to me of great importance 3 Come , Fll biad thee to me in 
galden Fetters 3 ſhallI truſt to thee ? — \ [ Gives a Purſe, 


Dor, 
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Der, Tam your Lordſhips Creature, and if my ability extend to ſerve 
your Lordſhip, I am proud on't. | 
Sure he has not difcover'd me. [ Aſide. 

Bel, 1'll ery thee inſtantly. The truth is; Dorell, T am grown jealous of 
my Miſtriſs, ſeveral Reports declare ſhe is unconſtant 3 and tho' I do not 
poſitively believe 'em, yet Gad I muſt confeſs they trouble me 3 now I 
know thou haſt a Catalogue of all her Suitors, and know'ſt all her in» 
trigucs, prithee diſcloſe 'em, am I the Man or no, or has ſhe others? 

Dor, This is ſo dangerous a point, my Lord, I know not how to an» 
{wer. 

Bell, Fear nothing, but ſpeak to th'* purpoſe, I'll be ſo much thy Glens, 
thou ſhalt not need to fear the frowns of any- | 

Dor. My Lord, there is one Mr Manley comes hither often. 

Bel, So, who elſe? | 
\ Dor. And one Mr Jolhman z I heard her (ware one night ſhe'd marry 

im. 

Bell. Very good, prithee proceed — oh perfidious Traytreſs. _ | Aſide. 

© Dor, Now has he a fretting Feaver on him. Several others there- are 
my Lord that viſit heras Pretenders, but with what ſuccels:L know not, 
one of 'em I heard her appoint to viſit her to night and becauſe your 
Lordſhip ſhall ſee how willing Lam to ſerve a perſon of ſo much worth-- 
Follow me, and I'll place you, where you _ hear, all their 
Courtſhip. 
. Bell, Do that, Tam thine for ever. 


Dor. More than at,owes Tiibute to your Bounty ; Co wy it 
Xs 


"I 


Enter Wanky and Conliantia, 


Man. Can't'\is iter Madam? 
Conſt, True as Heav'n 3 
I ſwear ſhe is thefalſeſt of. her Sex, 
Deſigning Love upon fallacious terms, 
Without a ſpark of paſſion or deſire -_ 38! 1 
To poſſeſs hitn that Courtsher— ... — ER" 999911 
Man. Perjur'd Creature, wifi” 
Oh Heav'n tat Providens? gave Mania hart. tir v7 POLE A T's 
To loſe in fach Abyſs of Treachery 3- : - | Iv evi 
But, Madam, is there no ocular proof to he gj —_—_ ehis?. 31:26 130d 
Conſt, There is Sir, and to that purpoſe 1 "__ yu hither 3 | 
My:Chamher lier-jgla hers;wheoodfrom & private Cloſet door you may 
haarglla pagdf ev Suitors is vew with ih an by chain {e ad 
may Gon gueſ3.the teuthof hex $teac bery wor Jouptels xxl 
rous enough, and very ſutable to ſuch an adventyres;,.' ofy bes tt 
Man. O Dam her ! Dam her ! —_— her Conftancy ! Mz a; the 


fAiS.£ 
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Debt - Gratitude Iowe :1yqu: fog this diſcovery; s(d far above my: pre« 
ſent ability — 

Conſt. Good Sir, no more of that — "but Glites me—— 

Man. All her feiga'd Careſſes'come to this ! a Curſe pen the Sex — 
Madam, I wait your Iciſure, [ Ex Ambe, 


Scene di jſeovers L. Fickle in 4 Morning Gren, and Harry firing. 


L. Fick, . And cou'd'you credit ſo ridiculous an Aﬀſeveration , know- 
ing how tender my Carefſes have bcen to ye,I thought my actions might 
have given you ſufhcient demonſiration of my conltancy. 

Har. By Heav'nlI neves doubted it, E confels 1 was: a little (yrpriz'd 
to hear him fay bewas at. the expence of a.fix months Courtſhip , and 
within a Week-more it was to terminate in Marriage. But now you have 
told _ his intrigue with Madam Cuiſt antia, I am very fenſible of the 
miltake, — 

* L. Fick, Had Inot told Fog : / T'Hlay my —_ you'd "e been jea- 
BSe 1-.:: 1 

Har. No, nd; "Faith I fhou'd note jealous! 1 fine I have no 
cauſe, thowart the Heay?n of truth;and:in thy | byeaſi Aftres reigns and 
triumphs. Suſpe@ thy Faith, what Fiend cou'd be'ſo envious ? I'll prove 
thy Conſt as fixm as Fate, and again(} all defend its - 

L. Fick, So, Ithink I have carry'd matters rarely.  [ Afide. 

Har. But, Madam, pardon me, if. Dpnctaing to: ak ! hit with our -in- 
terview is1o-bethug ith Aavk'd « $3030 23010,367t) 

L! Fick, 'Tis becauſe Sir Arthur*s coming often into the next Room, 
ſreing a Light here, will be very apt to come and diſturb us. 

Har, *'Sdeath ——F ve-ignorantly left my -Sword and Gloves upon 
the Table there, which ſhou'd he come in, would vools intoliey diſcover my 
being here — I'll go fetch 'em immediately 5, 2 7002.0 Har. 


4 ( . 


Enter Nurſe ( with a Light 7 in 2 Marking Ono: 


L. Fick How now, what's the mavter ? 
Nur. Oh ſweet Madam ugh—Famſ>ourof breath, Mere J the 
baſe(t Plot contriving— 135Y0D & 1 , 
L. Fick, A Plot! pritheewhadt:Plotovis = Lnld0 2 GOL 3.0) 
Nur. Where's the Deathtenns, ? get {hicty inc another Room, or. x:you U 
both be diſcover d immicdiat: Wolf 1el4;e 
L.Fick,- Hou prithee2-by g1euha2!! 02 &; 
Ki - Viadem Cotati hes witch Syou!l glehis night; wint awkacedd 
——_—_ yowyir Aiko hardey Mr@twalyirns her: Chbmbery1'nornfi- 
*6& hit \Whe2e-be moy hear the diſtourſe” teins 
p- and te: Gentlema” 1:4he ns. 5 g 0) vomit vio 5 g _ 
«Vo Q3 1 aids RET E EET 
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£, Fick, Manley hither by Conſtantia ! her envy now is appa> 
rent—— What ſhall I do Nurſe # 

Nur. Alas! I know not —Fire the Houſe, Tthifik, and fay you call \ 
him in for help. 

L. Fick, No, ſo dangerous a Remedy muſt not 'be try'd—Humm— 
Fhave it —Sic you down, and perſbnate me, our Gowns are alike—and 
in the dark there can be no differencein Faces — He's in the next Room, 
looking for his Sword, when he comes, feign my voyce, and Carels hic 
likea Lover in the mean-time I'll go, and with a Counterplot deceive 
both Marley and'C ;uſtantia, 

Proſper deſigns, and by this At 'll try 
Yom is the Wi "ay # Falſe One She or pr 1 Exi with 
6.) tbe light, 


Nurſe fits in the Chait, 


Nur. Well, I've known the time when Pre employ 'd my ſelf ia ſuch 
an Adventure with a better Will—But however I'll warrant I'll fit hin 
with a Repertee—Lam/nortfo _ nl I Re kn as well as —_ 
it occafion (crve. [9 


Exiv Hany with # Sward,. : wo. 


Har. 'Tis ſo dark, that Ho I could —_— figd-che Tablle. Whereare 
thou my Dear ? 

Nur. Here my Dear. 

Har, T have been: often thinkidg on the vrddudts of time , and have 
often wonder'd how they employ 5 themſelves before the Deluge —— 
When Love was like the ſtorming of a Caſtle attain'd-by vidlengegnotas 
$ now, with fair words, addrefs,and. infinuation 3 Men:wertzpotthen fact 
4 Fools to kiſs a Glove—fall on their knees and ſigh—igad they were: 


wiſer in thoſt dayes = 7 — -:} >! {{1 -1 1, {| Kiſſenand embraces ber. 
Nur. Fie, fie, 1 Proteſt you a are not Livil-——D'cc know whb IF 
A — | 


a” , 
Ss 


Enter Manley ( peeping ) and FREFERLD Ew 


Conſt, D'ee hear 'em Sir —Fhey?re-yonder-in-th' Alcove. 

Man, I do Madam, and am ſufficiently confirm'din her treachery but 
huſh-—— let's obſerve. * 

Conſt, Sir; 1 11;go ahd'get:a-Coathito Ge-GQtrci gate, that. you may 
getaway -undiſcover $+=—+E:chink | 104 bd) L Eves Coplian. 
Thigwas well plotted —— / 

- Nur. T proteſt! mtthinks your carriage if too Licentious ant in my | 
opinion you treat me ill Your Loye ſhou'd {till be cloath'd with wor 

G 2 pc 


44 MADAM FICXLE, Oc, 
{pet due to my Youth and Beauty But-I vow. you'r' ſo. wan« 
ton —— | 

Man. Very well—ſhe'll deny this anon— [ Afide, 

Harr. Can any ill arrive from ſo much Love, I ſwear there cannot, Ma- 
dam z your charms are ingraven in my heart, and in my ſoul your vir- 
tues—T die when you are abſent, and 'tis your influence that raiſes me 
from death to new-born life, and makes me currant from the droſs of 
Nature. 

Nur. Give me no cauſe to doubt what. you have ſaid, I then ſhall be 
contented 3 but Iprotelt you Men are ſo ſubje&t to flatter, and we poor 
tender young creatures are ſo apt to believe, that it often proves very 
prejudicial — 

. Max. She doubts his Love 
tience — 

Harr. Toflatter thee=by Heav'n *tis a thing ſo far from me, I hardly 
know its meaning : Let Paraſites, ſuch as get Bread by fawning, fatter 
their Patrons: Let the empty Fopp, that's ſenſible of ſome defeRt in 
Nature, and ſees the little beauty in his Miſtriſs, flatter her to.exak it, 
but in meit wou'd.appear a Crime unpardonable, your Luſtre wants. no 
foiles 3 but likea Diamond in his Native Rock, you ſhine without the 
aid of Art or Flattery. 

Nur. Now by my quondam Maidenhead this is very pretty, well Sir, 
you ſhall find my heart—— [ Congbs. 
. Man, And Lungs pray-Heauen-— wou'd the might Cough 'em outr--- 
ſhe has catch'd ww". 6 with ſitting up ſo late. 

Oh damn'd Incendiary. [ dfide. 

' Havr, 'Could1 live out Methuſalab's long Age, or number Years with 
the old Patriarchs, and every day.ſtudy new Themes of Virtue, I could 
not i erit half: ſogreat a bletſing 3 brighteſt of Women, freſher than.the 
Dew that- early lits ori Roſes+— oh. Lm rapt with my own happi» 
neſs! | 23M! 1 

Nur. Well, as Pm Virtuous this is fine — I-fee I ſhall not. be able to 
hold out long—T ſhall grow bold with him-—T hope, Sir, my Love 
deſerves this from you, you have entire poſſeſſion of my heart ——and 
tho' I have broke my faith with all my other Suitors, I ve kept it firm 


for you. 


oh death —— I ſhall want pa- 


Enter L, Fickle bebind bims. 


L. Ficks Sir, Sir ! [ Pulls bim... 
© Man, Limbof the Devil-—T hear her Madam, I hear her. 
L. Fick. You ſhould not hear-*cm Sis, pray come back, they are Lo». 
Vers— 
Man, Lovers, Dam 'em=Haye a littk patience, I ll wait on you ins 
mediatcly— 
L o F icky 
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L. Fick, 1 Swear you're uncivil, Sir, thus to diſturb e'm— for hea- 
ven's ſake come away — He turns back, ſees ber, and farts. 

Man. Wonder of wonders —Is there two Celia*'s — or, AmTin a 
Dream ? 

Nurſe, Yonder's a Light—lLet's ſtep in here—I fear, Sir Arthur's 
coming — [Ex Harry and Nuisſe. 


L. Fick, What ailes you, Sir?. For heav*ns fake why d'ce ſtarc {0.7 
Dee yee not know me / 


Man. By Heay'n 1 know not: Are you Celia ? 
L. Fick, What ſtrange queſtions are theſe, You know I am ? 


Man. And, Is that yonder Celia too ? 

L. Fick, Heav'n ! What a humour's this? That Celiz? No : "tis a 
Lady that lodges here , one that Mr. follyman Courts, 

Man. Young Follyman ! 

EL. Fick, folyman ? yes— What d'ee wonder at?.if this humous 
hold, you need not counterfeit a Madnc. : 

Man. By heav'n you are right —I am mad! ſtupid, inſenſibly mad : 
and have been: ſo theſe three hours— 'Sdeath , Was ever any thing (o 
ſtrange as this? ſure I've been enchanted 3 pray Madam give me leave 
toqueſtion yee, Where have you been all this night ? 

L. Fick, In my Chamber — Sir expeQing you. 

Man. Who told you I was here? 

L. Fick, Conſtantia 1 met her coming up ſtairs; and, ſceing me, ſhe 
brake into a violent laughter z and asking her the reaſon , ſhe told me, 
ſhe had put a pleaſant trick upon you 3 and then fell a Laughing till 


ſhe ſhook agen. 
Man.. I'gad I have been trickt, that's the truth on't —— Oh. the 


Devil, Am I thus abus'd ? | 

L. Fick, This from a Woman that lov'd yee, is-very ſirange — 
Who did you expe to find ? 

Man.. You — ſhe told me you was in that Alcove, and plac'd me to 
hear you— where I have ſtood this half hour in the moſt inſuffera- 
ble Torture / the Agony of jealtoutic and deſpair, that 'tis .impotbible to 
expreſs it. 

L. Fick, Me ! Did you expe& me there ? and-.after all my ations, 
to declare my unſpotted conſtancy 3 Are you ſtill jealous , ingratetul 
man? —— Was ever woman ſo unhappy ? Will nothing; Weeprr 
make you credit me ! I Swear I'am the moſt unfortunate .of Women | 
' How has my Soul. and Heart been fetter'd to you?- How have I dreamt 
of you, and gn a look to any other man was an offence to Love ?. 
flighted the Oaths .of 'Gallants - ſhan'd their--prefents { deſpis'd 
their perſons, and refus'd their guifts all all for you, Apd do you, 
Hill ſuſpe& me ? Would I could , be unconſtant ! wou'd I had 
the power to be ſo, that 1 might revenge my ſelf —— Qb miſery !, 
Kill ſuſpeRed ! Weepr. . «a 

1s. 
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Man. If ſhe be falſe, there's no ſuch thing as truth : T'll credit” ie 
no more Madam, 1 ſee my error, and thus low ſuc for pardon— 
'Tis my laſt tryal * and I will henceforth more adore thy vertues than 
ere I did ſuſpe&te'm 3 Thou art the ſoul of Truth, ſo excellently good : 
Nature is proud of her great work 3 nor will l ever be betray'd agen 
into the gulf of jealouſie, but live bleſt in thy love, the —_— all 
content , and dye old in thy Armes. 

Fick, You will relapſe agen. 

Man.. Never by Heavn 


by this ki I Il never —— 
Enter Conſtantia. 


Cou. Come, Sir ! the Coach Sees Fick. an# tarts, 
- Man. May return agen if it pleaſe, Madam— your ſervant, you ſee 
your plot han't took — Ex.Man. and Fick, 

Conſt, This Devil has outwitted me———nay, in this plot, which I 
thought ſo ſecurely laid, it was impoſſible to break it:; Her cunning 
is ſo proſperous , that I believe Fell def Ig0s her for the onely perſon to 
wheadle Souls with : 


Tl try once more— 
And if my next plot hit not right, give o're. Ex, Conlt, 


Enter Harry aud Nurſe — Bellamore after. 


B:IV. Here they are. I have from yonder dore ,now too late, reſent» 
ed her treachery — Dam her ! was mine a heart to play with? Was 
there not Fools cnow to feed with hope, but ſhe muſt flye me? —— 
but I I] revenge my {elf immediately — 

Harr, Here's ſome body coming towards, let's retire my Dear. 

Bell. Sir! I have a Meſſage firſt —- Strikes bim. 

Harr. Such Meſſages are thus to be return'd. Drawer FT. 
Nurſe. Ah help; help ! Murder, murder — help, help— 


Enter L, Fickle with a Candle. 


L. Fick, What's the matter Nurſe ? Oh heav*ns my Lord Belfamore ! 
and Mr. follyman ! How came-you hither at.this time of night? 


Bell, *>death ! What a miftake is this— Have I fought for this pip» 
pin? - Looking amazedly at Nurlc.' 
Herr. Zounds! Have I beftow'd all my Carefſes and Courtſhip to 
night upon this Beldam ?- | 
Nurſe. Well, Sir; I ſhall find a time to requite your favonrs for alt 
your jeſting, Ex, Nuzfe. 
Bel, Gad, I thought i it had bien you Madam— 


Harn, 
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F- Harr, And ſo did I by Heavin. I durſt have ſworn 'twas her 
voice. 

Bel, Your thanghs were ill imploy *d, Sir, in a thing that ſo little 
concerns you: I hope you have no pretences here. 

Harr, How, Sir, no pretcnces! Ha's any man ?— 

Fick, 'Buz : 'Sdeath are you mad ! why this&=— | Stops bis mouth, 
is the' perſon my Uncle deſigns me to marry — [ To Harry. 

Bell, Nor is this boldneſs pleafing, Sir. 

L. Fick, 'y Lord ! for ava ns Gake what d'ce mean? Will you 
ruine all-—This is the very Gentleman my Uncle deligns for my Huss,- 
band —and bo he knows you are his Rival—I'm undone. 


Enter Vanley. 


Man. Come, Madam, Whither do you run ? by heav'n F'm ſo me- 
tncholly — without you——ha?, my Lord Bellamore and Follyman ! 
'Sdeath 1 What new intrigue's this > 

- L FickO Fate ! Is hecome too? What a ſpiteful minute is this?[ Aſide. 
Why Sir /-- What d'ee mean? Dee not ſee my Lord there, unknown 
To be he ſupt with Sir Ar:bur to night, and has choſen this 
Minute to accoſt me— Stare, ſtare ! counterfeit your (lt 
Mad, or we are lolt : Then leave the reſt to me. 


Pray, Sir, 'to bed. 
(Aloud this.) 


To-bed, Fye, What mean you by this unſeaſvnable raobling? Six Ar- - 
#buy will be very angry if he knowes it. Stare! ſtare! * 

Bell. Zack, Manley here at this time of. night --- Hark'ce . 
Madam , What makes him here? -: 

E. Fick, Sit Arthur ſeeing him in hismad fit. brought him hither to 
night, with intent toadminiſter a potion, which he had made tor Lu-' 
natick perſons 3. and, it ſeems, they left his Chamber dore open, and he 
15-gob 'Out- Look ! look how he ſtares / 

- 'Harr, Gad, *tis a 'miracle" to me to ſee him tag} have often | 
heard him ſay; Love is the Parent of Dullneſs, and Wine of Madneſs. 
Madam, How came his misfortune ? 

'L.'Fich, Love; Sir., Love. [Paſfion for one Celia, a Lady i'th* 
Town here, an obdurate, inconſtani perſon I have heard—— and it 
feems ſhe has wheadled him into this condition, 

Man. She ſhall be dreſt in. Flames ! Pendants of Ice ſhall hang at - 
either care, and cool her as ſhe burnes —— whiz + buz —— ſhugh 
Bough — ſhe's go nfs ha, ha, ha—Ah Celia! How ſweet were thy 
athours 2: Darer her! ſhe cates Onions—+ and: her blew” veincs zre_ alk 
bnt' calour'd. Eute-trings, in which ſhe hangs hex Cupids, Sir——Sir, 
I would have your Noſe par'd-lkeſs — adicy, adieu pop——Let me hear 
RQ more on't—— Ex. _—_ 


yi 40k $ell.. 


53 MADAM FICKLE; Or, 


Be”, Had I not ſeen this.-T ſhonld have thought it inctedible', 
man ot the Town, and run mad for Love— by heaven 'tis above the- 
eommon rate of wonders ,'and doubtleſs portcnds ſome viſible Cala» 
mity that threatens the Nation / 

Harr. Madam, a word with you. 

 L.-Fi:k, No whiſpering, Sirz *twill cauſe him to ſuſpe& us— you 
know my promiſe-— -vilit me to morrow morning, and then by an un- 
expected choice, I ſhall declare the man-I think moſt-worthy of my 
Love, 

Herr: Enough, I will not fail. I gueſs the night far ſpent, and in 
liaying longer I nay obſtruct your reſt: I'll take my leave, Madam, 
your faithful ſervant — My Lord, your Lordſhips devoted. He little 
thinks what pollicy's in this— Aſide. Ex. Harry. 

L. Fich, Now, Am not I extreamly kind, thus to ſend him away, 
that I may have the treer diſcourſe with you? I hope you will ſay 
this is very obliging. | 

Gel, 1 confcls it weighs ſomewhat more then a common favour 3 
but, Madam, I am not yet ſatished in his proceedings 3 bis coming, hi- 
ther fo late mult be upon ſome deſign : and , how that old Woman' 
ſhou'd interpoſe, is to me a Miſtery- 

L. Fich, Ohdull, dull man ! Why d'ce not ſee 'twas by my plot ?. 
I order'd the light to be taken- away, and laid her a Bait for him, pur- 
poſcly to keep my (elf free from his troubleſome Impertinences— 

Bell, Was that it—— by heav*n *twas. a Witty one 
- L..Fick. Was that' it ? What elſe:cou'd it be I wonder what 
recompence I ſhall-have for this care, in preſerving my Love intire, I 
Swear my Lord you'll be ungrateful. 

Bell. No : by heav'n I'll heap together as much Love,' and ſtrong 
Enagination, as'wou'd ſerve forty men : But, I'll be out of thy debt— 
prithee do. not 'cenſute till the tryal is made ; I'gad I'm ſure I never 
tail'd yet——- But,'When ſhall be the day ? | | 

L. Fick, To morrow, Sir! a ſudden thought has ſo ordain'd it. . Vi» 
ſit me in the morning ,, where I ſuppoſe will be the reſt of my Amo- 
rctto's 3. and you ſhall ſee what ſentiments of private paſſion my heart 
retains ſor you. 4 

Bell. To morrow! I am rapt with the thought on't !! To \mor- 
' TOW, oO 


Call up the Sun ! black ſhades away 3 
Bid Phoſporus- go fetch the Day. 


As my friend Cowley has it;: Madam, I'll be. as carly as the Lark3 nay, 
by heav'n, I'm very pallionate! | Yoga ſee your Beautics pow x1; Mas 
dam—- And, I'll go and prepare my ſelt—» | |- | 


L. Fick 
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L. Fick, And I'll go and' think of my. purpoſe. f | 
Bell, Think on CES night— A pox on purpoſes, Ex. Bell, 
L. Fick, You ſhall have reaſon to curſe it when you know what par» 


poſe I mean — 
Enter Manley: 


Man, Are they gone, Madam, © | + | 
L. Fick, Both gone, Sir, and full of different hopes» 1 Swear the 


loye I bear you makes me commit Ga krailties, 

Man. Oh my Deareſt 3 my heav'n of loyez How ſhall I recompence 
thee? My life's ſervice as nothing, if conſider d. When , when my 
Sweet ? | i] | 

Fick, To morrow, Sir. 

Man. Happy accent / 

L. Fick, You 'd the plot ſo well, in counterfeiting madneſs, 
That I were ingrateful, ſhould I not recompence to viſit 
Me to morrow \morning, Sir 3 and, by's happy choice, 

Receive what you have ſo long ſigh'd for, 

Man, Qh Tranſport of 'Delight / Chet | 
By hcav*n I fear I ſhall not livecill then ; » 
Exceſs of joy will kill me— Beſt of Women : 

Beſt, *twas too vilely ſaid , thou: art fo good) 
By heav'n thou art-a Miracle—and IL 
The happy man clected to poſſeſs it; 
Till the morning comes I will employ wf (lf, 
In thinking on thy Beauties —and then dy, 
In the poſſeſſion of ſo ſweet a Joy—— 
L. Fick, Ha, ha, ha, ha— 
That Heay*n ſhou'd give man ſo proud a heart, 
And yet {o little Knowledge----Silly Creature, 
That talkes, and laughes, and kiſſes oft that hand, 
That ſteales away its reaſon 3 As if Nature---* 
Had play'd the Traytor , and ſeduc'd the Sex, 
Without the aid of Deſtiny, or Women. 
Ah! With what pleaſant caſe , | | 
The Bird wight be cnſnar'd- Set but a wanton look 
You catch whole Covyecs : Nay, there is a Magick 
Pertaining to our Sex, that drawes &m in, 
Tho' in the Long Vacation And, by Heav*n, 
I'm reſolv'd to work my fly deceipty, | way. | 
Till my revenge is perfect —- Thus farr I've done well, 
And I'll perſevere in the Miſtery. | als 
Wheadle em to the ſnare with cunning/'plots 3 
Then briog it off with quick dchgning. Wit 3 And 


5 * 


[ Exit 
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nd | - of dubious meaning, Tum and' wind | 
Like Foxcs inu ftorme 4 To prey on' all}; © + | ; 
And yet be thought' # Saint —— Thus Queen PH fe, '+ '- 
And Hell ſhall laugh to ſee a Womans Wit. - f Ex. I. Fickls, 


b 2 


—_— 


ACT. V. 
Scene, The Street, 


Enter Zechiel, Toby, Flaile, Jollyman, Linkboyes, and* 
Muſicians playing and fnegitg- Toy 


Zech. Ey ! rare Boyes ! rare Boyes Done Bke ſons of Thunder: 
H True heirs of mirth and jolliry, upon honor we have out- 
Example in our frollick to-night, the Town ſhall ealk of ns, F done 
With admiration, and call us Children of the night 3 The night, 
The happy night.' *Pox o* your day-debanehes, the dulf and infipid 
Common-way of frollick. Give me the Night to xoar in —— 
Foll. *Sbud, well aid : | 
The night or nothing, I fay-—— Give me thy hand, 
I love thee, Thou art a merry Wagg: 1 am pleas'd with't, 
Udsbores Iam. I thought I had a fon here roo, 
-But I ſee now he's grown'a ſerious Raſcal, 
He never ſecks good Company, fuch as thine # ——— 
No matter, hang pinching, Ft be even with him, 
And Ict the World rub. | 
Zech. Banter him, banter him Toby. *Tis a conceited old Scarab, 
and will yield us excellent ſport—go play upon him 2 little——ex- 
giciſe thy Wit—— | 
Tob. Not F uds haſh—— T had like to have had my head broke 
with his Halbert juſt now , for going abont to exerciſe my wit. - 
Foll. Come, another Song, another Song my merry Wags, 
And hang pinching, Fll make a thixd man —hem——— 


SINGS. 


And underneath the Greenwood Tree 
This Young$ter laid her down a, 
And there he Kift ber once or twice, 
. Sing hey derry, derry, derry, down, a. _. 
ec 
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| Zech. O brave old Signior——Flail ! Sirra, Bimdog, what a pox 
dreaming. Sing Sirra to entertain. the . 
Fail, I Sing, Zing , What - d*ce mean, Sir! I Sing ! Lord Gave us; 
alafs I canno Sing, Sir, Ich was ne'r ſo well bred. 
Zech. Whiſtle then you Dog, do g for Diverſioh — 
' Flail, Whiſtle ! by Coxbones I cannot whiſtle neithey. Bleſs us, 
_ I never go to bed— Bleſs me from Loxdox, "if this be the 
rade., n 4 
Zech, Trade! Thou ſon of A4ſſafetids ! call a Gentlemans diver- 
tive Cuſtome a Trade. Come, all hands, wee'll go Pump the Rogue. 
Folly. Ay, ay 3 a dull drowſy Raſcal: Pump hmm I (ay —— 


F: Enter three, Wenches, . 


Zech. A prize ! a prize! Petticoates upon honour 4 / 
Stand there! come beforea'man of Authority ——And why 
Thus early my Lady of the Lake? Whither arc you going. 
1. Wench. To Hell ! Will you follow me? 
Zech, Not I, upon Fonage 5 There I'M leave you —— 
Tob. By your favour, Madam, What's a Clock ? [To 2 Wench, 
2. Wench, I am ſorry the pawning your Watch, Sir, forces you to 
Ask fo neceſſary a on —— 
Tob. Now will this damn'd bulking Qyean be too witty for me 3 
'O my Conſcience if I ſhall ask her any more Queſtions ! 
Uds haſh ! I'll ee*n proceed to the Buſineſs, and ſay nothing, 


Joll. goes to be other, and ſhe ſlights bin, 


3. Wench. Fy, fy, Sir ! an 0d man and talk thus ! : 
Fell. An old Man ! 'Sbud ! You's a3 Whore, an old man! Call a 
Gentleman, in the midfi'of x night Debauch old -- Hem, 
Hem Sound Lungs and Heart-whole — old quoth a ! 
Zecb. Come, upon honour, ye ſhall all to the Tavern with us, and 
Wee'l cogent the nights debauch with Credit : But firft 
A Song; '-t know'you have your parts in the laſt new Verſes, 
Made of the Nights Ramble. *Tis a part of your FunGion, 2 
New 'Song'is as nec for a Town Woman, as a Sute of Knots, 
Or a new.Gown——— Hey ! Ririke up there! 
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Happy the Man that takes delight, 
In Banquetting the Senges, 
That drinks all day, and then at night, 
The height of Foy Commences. 
With Bottles arm'd, we ftand our ground, 
Full Bumpers crown our Bliſſes ; 
They rore and Jing the Streets around, 
In Serenading Miſſes. | | \ 
Chor. Wah Bottles. arm, ec, 


Pleaſures thus free ny unconfin'd, P 
No drowny Crime reproaches ; 
No Heaw'n to a frollick mind, |. 1 


| No pleaſure like Debauches. | f 


IWhilft rambling thus, new Foyer we _ 
In charmes of Love and Drinking, 3 
Tifipid Fops lye drowned in ſleep, -* -* ET 
And the Cuckold be lies thinking. 
Chor. Whilſt rambling, 8c, ' 


Zech, Rarely done of all hands: come, now 7 kt? $ to the Tavern, 
T am reſolv*d to make a night on't. 
Foll, Well faid, agen, Boy. Toth'Tavern ! toth*Tavern_bah — 
' Merry Raſcal hang pinching, *Sbud *chou'rt a brave fellow —— 
Tob. Come my little pignies, you and I will go and be drunk togethes: 
Hey—you ſhall ſee me performe raxe exploits, i'faith. 
Tob. Nay, Gad, now my hands in, I ſhall pepper you with wit, 
I feel it growing in my head like a Bunch of Parſenips, 
Zecb. Agen! Tgad pinch him agen 3-but come, of this at the Tavern, 
Weloſe time — Strike up there—— Sing, Whilt rambling. [ Exſngivg. 


Enter 
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Enter LL. Fickle in Mans Cleaths, and Silvia, Dorel at dit ance, 


L. Fick, So, is all fit ? prithee how do Tlook ? may I paſs for a Bully 
of the firſt Rate amongſt Dablers in the Myſtery ? how fit my Cloaths ? 

Silv. Decently I ſwear, and well become you you haye as maſculine 
an Air-asany Man, I mean any Man that has no more Bcard than you. 

Dor. This givesan end to my fuſpition 3 the Plot's unravel'd, and my 
late doubts have now their period — [ Afide. 

L. Fick, Away then, and be ſure you miſs not a tittle in the charge Fve 
given you, but with a feign'd ſigh, and a-tcar or two, tell Sir Arthur I 
went away unknown to you, and ſuppoſing it to be diſcontent, relating 
to his deligns of Marriage 3 dou this handſomly, and Vil come in perſon, 
and proſecute thereſt: This Habit will, I am ſure, diſguiſe me, and I in- 
tend to invite my ſelf to another Banquet of Wit with the Suitors, cre I 
have done with 'em—away -a day or two's time will make all quiet —- 
and L (hall be in readineſs for as many more. 

Silv. Madam, I have my Leſſon perfectly, and am ſo much your 
Creature, as not to diſpute your Commands. [ Ex. Silv« 

L. Fick, Now am I in my opinion a ſccond Machizvil, my Wit has 
finiſh'd Works as ſtrong and great as Hercules 12 labours! Oh I. cou'd 
hug my ſelf for my inventions — they, are ſo proſperous,as if Fate meant 
to make my Wit a Miracle for Men to wonder. at. To bctray in me's a 
Virtue, being firſt betray'd. The thought of which does like an eating 
Canker prey on my-heart and vitals. Therefore ſweet-Revenge 
Thou art my Darling. Thus I'll blind their eyes, 
?Tis on the neck of Wit Revenge muſt riſe. — [ Exits 


Enter Dord. 


Dor, Can this be true ! oh Heav'ns what have I heard ! 
Ts't poſſible ſhe ſhou'd be thus affeted 
To him that baſcly ſo deſerted her ? 
If fo lam a Devil, and my jealouſie 
The ſinof all Corruption——T'1l redgem it, 
Watch all her ations, and diſcover all, 
Leſt ſhe ſhou'd loſe her ſelf in her Revenge. 


'T was well T overhcard her—Happy day! 


That does all former fears with Bliſs repay» | 
"—_ ' [ Ex. Dor. 


Scene 2, 
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Scene 2. The Street, a Tavern Buſh bg ont. 


Extzr Bellamore, Zechicl, Toby, Jollyman, Three Wenches 
: and Muſitians drinking. 


Zech. 'T was well my Lord your Valor interpos'd betwixt me and che 
danger, by Heav'nT had been ftockado'd elſe— 

B2l, Tam glad Sir, Fate guided me that way, and made me capable. of 
doing you ſo good an office, pray how came your quarrel ? 

Z:ch. Why one-of the Raſcals would needs take che wall of me, nay, 
tho? 1 told him in French I was drunk, and had a Whore with me —— 
Was ever ſuch an incivility ? ButTI think T am reveng'd, for if 1 may be» 
wm my eye, my laſt full Paſs pierc'd his Diaphragma—T'm ſure I kill d 

im. 
oll. How, kill'd him ! Not fo, I hope, my merry Wag, not fo————e 
zch. Not ſo, upon Honour T am ſure it is fo — 
Whoo=--Pox 'tis accounted nothing now in Term-tine. i.) 
The killing a Man's no more lookt on in a Nights Debauch, - 
Than getting a Clap in a Mornings Ramble, 
The Town's full, the Town's full. 

Tob. I hope the conſequences are no worſe than he makes 'em 3 
But udſhah — my heart goes a-pit-to-pat. | 

Bel. Thu? I hate this Fellows impertinence, yet for diverſion fake I'M 
make onc in the Debauch to Night : Sirra, bid the Coach go home, tell 
K ines T have no occaſion for him-to Night— +»{ To bis Forman, 

Zech, Come Mulick (irike up there, Damme? you ſleepy Dogs, 

Come, we'll have a Song and-a Dance,hey»-Drawer, 


| Emer Drawer. 


Draw. Will you not be pleas'd to take a private Room Sir ? 

Zech. A private Pox Sir. . . - | Strikes bim. 
What I warrant you take us now far fome of your ſerious brood of Al- 
dermen, d*ce Sirra? But ſuch another word, and I fhall make a private 
Room in your Guts for this Engine here, (+ 

Tob. Sirra, you ſball bc hufft and cufſt, and flip'd and kick'd, Sirra, if . 
you talk of private Rooms — Now am I as valiant as a HeQor,methinks 
I cou d beat this Drawer into a Wicker Bottle= wild 

* Zecb. Sirra, as a Reprieve for Life, bring out the Butt, we?ll have the 
——_— of Bacchus to Night, my Lord you ſhall be Speftator 3 now of 
one of my Frolicks,1 invented it in Paris, for the benefit of all Lovers of 
the Grape, and cheriſhers of. Bargwndy, and I hope you'll ſpeak it a face» 
ti.us one 3 tis call'da triumph to Bacchus, my Lord. _ 
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Bel, A good Theme Sir——worthy of your Wits invention;no doub 


2 piece of ingeruity, — | Afide, 
Oech! Come my witty Devottces of Venus, l 
You muſt be affiſtant here. P'To three WVencbes, 
Hey—Drawer, where are you Sirra? 
Emer Drawers with an empty Butt. 


Come hither Toby, thou ſhalt perſouate god Bacchu — 
Give him Wreath there—and a Bum 
Core, up, up, advance into the Throne — { Tob. gets on the Butt. 
So, now Ladies kneel, and pay obedience to your Emperor — 
My Lord, I muſt beg your Lordſhip to bear part in the Ceremony —— 
There on that fide, my Lord —- 
Drawer give every one a Glaſg—» 
Flouriſh Muſick and.drink— 
[Flouriſh, all drinks. 


CY — 

Tob, Row do T preſent it, ha! methinks it becomes me very well. 

Zech. Look big, look a little bigger, you know the Effigie. | 

Foll. By the Lord Harry I'll ki(s thee for this, my Datling of the dark-- , 
Well, I am reſoly'd to difinherit my Son, and adopt thee ——hang: 
pinching, Fl! do't Boy, and let the World rub. 
Zech. Come, now. to the Song ——and let all parts be ready for the: 


Cbors 
SONG, 


Bacchus thou mighty Power Divine, 

Great God of Mirth, and ſprigh:tly Wine, . 
Behold us here that Kneeling ſbow 

The Duty that we owe--- 

We through thy influence rejoyce, 

And thus with free and chearful woyce: 
The Fame and Praiſes ſing 

Of Bacchus onr great God and King. 


Chor. *Tis Wine, tis Wine, that ftill controuls, 
And Fame and Love muſt both ſtrike Saik; = 
There lies ſuch wigor in full Bowls, | | 
The Fate of Princes can't-prevail. 


The 
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TheIWreaths of great Heroes bis Altar ſhall Crown, 
 Whil'ﬆ the Grave and the Prudent bow down. 


When Beauty darts a ſmiling Beam, 
Our Souls are by Lowes extreme ; 
But one brisk Glaſs takes Care away, 
And yields us back the Prey : 
No Fate of Lowe or piercing Dart 
Can wound when Wine ſurrounds the heart ; 
Still guardiug it from Care, 


It baffles Fate, and ſlights the Fair, 
Chor. *Tis Wine, 'tis Wine, &c. { Dance. 


Fol. Spark, let me embrace thee, 'udsbores thou art the Mirror of our 
Age, and haſt the beſt principles of Erglþ Gallantry I ever ſaw—Ah 
would I were but 5-and-20 for thy ſlake—but come —hang pinching — 
tis well it's no worſe, as my friend Hearty ſayes — ; 

Zech., What think you my Lord? is it not Modiſh?--by Heav'n tis 
new, that's one good property, and I believe 'twill take very well. 

Bell. Sir, if you will take my opinion in this buſineſs, Fthink it an ex- 
cellent Invention, and were I you, I wou'd have Books printed, that the 
World may not be ignorant; 'igad you have this encouragement,the Preſs 
has been troubled with matters of leſs conſequence. | 

Tob. 1 tell you I have 200. a'Year, I've my Lands free and unmor- 
£2g'd, and am rcſolv*dto keep a Mis, according to the Mode, therefore 
ſpeak now, or for ever hold your peace. 

1 Wench, Put which of us would you have Sir ? 

Tob Either of you — Udſhaſh Pm» a right Countrey Squire , any 
thing will ſerve my turn, if the properties be not wanting What's 
Jour price? — | 

1 Wench, Why in truth Sir, T have had 4 © s. a Week, but in kindneſs 
to a Manof your Complexion, I'll abate a Crown. 

Teb. My Complexion ! ah wheadling, Queen — 

Fell. Come Sirra, Drawer fill each his Glaſs, Hey——Let the World 
rub, and let's have t'other Song. | 


Enter 
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Fla. rap Lagpaoan 2ave us a Zong——pray, pray good folkgy- 
---oh, | / 
To zech, How now Bandog. what makes you how! thus? ha! 
Fls. Howl! by Coxnowns you'll howl-too, if you ſtay longer z 
y*have kill'd a Mon yonder, he that you quarrel'd with about yqur Crack 
there, *flid ſhe have a good mind to crack her for't, and God fave his 
Soul they think he's dead : The Conſtable, and a Regiment of B I 
mean Bilbo's, are ſearching for you, and juſt coming up the fire, 
uds- diggers up you go, if they can catch ye. Oh that ever the ancient 
Family of the Tilburies ſbould come to ſuch diſgrace ! | | 
2 Wench, Nay then, this is no. time for Merchandizing, Exexnt 
fs 
Zech, Walicious Fortune, Heav'n what ſhall I do, if I am taken, I ſhall 
certainly be hang'd ? - | 
Bell. Pox, not for killing a Man in Term-time, Sir, you know the 
Town's full, m | Ines 
l. Hang'd ! Heav'n defend; my merry Wag, is't come to that? 
nl 'd! — your Servant, I've a little carncſt buſmeſs.--- 
5: Nay, Sir, leave not your Friends in adverfity,for my part I'mre» 
ſoly'd to tick to't, if we archang'd.--- | 
 \ Tob, If weare hang'd quoth a? Ah Lord ! the very word has put me 
into an Ague, ny 
Bell, If we do miſcarry Sir---why let the World rub as you ſay. | 
Tob, Ay, ay, you need not fear, youare a Lord, you'll come off well 
enough, 'tis we ſhall ſtretch for't 3 udſhaſh nothing vexcs me, but that I 
cannot ſtay to perform my bargain with Mrs Juniper there, [_ 4 Fat | 


Hark, they come, the Devil take the hindmoſt. [ Runs into" the 
Tavern, 


Zech. And fo fay I. * 1 

Bell. Dam 'em ! Are they gone? What Scarabs are theſe, to truſt a 
Tavern ſecurity beyond a Sword---What Sitra are you creeping away 
too ? turn back, and help to defend you Dog-—or--=  [_ Noiſe within, 


follow, follow, 
Fla. O Lord Sir ! I defend Sir ! - | . 
Bell. Fight Sirra, and fight valiantly too, or by this Steel— 
Fla, Well Sir, I will, 1will, oh what will become of me ! EE 

Foll. Come my Lord, have at 'em,ſince it muſt be ſo, here's old Madge 

has not ſeen Sun theſe 20 Years, ſhall-be ſcowr'd i ſome of their Guts, 
rather than I'll be taken 3 udsbores I have been yaliant in my time. 

Bell. 1 muſt quickly diſpatch, for fear of a: diſappointment with my 

. , Enter 


MADAM PICKLE: Or 


Enter Ciftable ##d Watch, 
"Wit Ofr herd they are; Cattifs, Rogues, Murderers; Sown; down 
with *em my Men & Midnight, fall on in the Kings name; fall on----=-—+ 
Get , | They fight, Conft able and Watch ore beaten off. 


Nutt 2 i I91Ww blaut at a ol 40 nr 
. Tot 55l Enter Toby, | ; bs ' 


"i 


, Tob. No hole, ne*r a corner to creepinto? This is the worſt contrivd 
houſe I ever ſaw. Hang d did he fay ? ' Marry Heav*n defend, Þ atm too 
raw 2 Bully to venture hanging yet —oh well remembiar'd ifaith—heres 
the-Buttz the Thrane of BaccÞus, as Zethiel calls it ; this will be # rare 

gat: waa my (elf in” g2tr Pro the Burt Þ the Devil's in 'em if they 

carchhexe— T'll-ſtay tilLthe Cry is over, and then home to my Lodg- 
ing 3 Tlove a Debauch, tilf it comes to Fighting 3' but then, methinks, ic 
| Yd troubleſom——Hark, here they come, now cloſe like a Coney in a 

UIrOW, | | wack «6 s 

poags 12 1 , Re-gitter Conftuble nd Watch, | | 

Conſt. Why Neighbors we were miſtaken; theſe were none" of thoſe 
that hurt the Man, - I am fold, 'twas two Bothers,and that "chey were 
dog'dto this Tavern, © Corti, cditre — they thitſt:be heve il + ry in, 


a ſec--7 ar 


' | Emter Zechiel abour i p Baliony. 


Zech Was ever poor Night-walker in fach diftrefs> What ſhall I do? 
They, are ſearching within, and the damn'd Rogues are ſo curious in the 
diſcovery, that they miſs nor #f Arger-hole+ I found this Ladger of 
Ropes upon a Shelf, but dare not venture down yet, for fear ſome prying 
Raſcal ſhall ſnap me between Earth and Heay'n — death! Fllcreep into 
this Buſh, it may be this may ſecure me—— [| Gets wpon the Tavern Buſh, 
Hah ! upon Honour T grow chearful, this is fo Modifh a Device , that 
T've great hopts of good ſuceefs--= .  - | 

Tob, They'rcall gone in, and now I'm in a Tub of Troubles about 
vent*ring outs -if. ſome of *em ſhould watch at the Gate, I ſhou'd be 
ſnapt—if ſnapt — hang'd—Udſhaſh, my ſtomach cannot reliſh that 
word Yet I'lcoucha litthe tonger, and fee what will come on't---» 


Enter Tilbury drunk,, with a Torch, 


Zecb, Mere cormes 4 Mam with 4 Eight — now fit dlafe — + 
... Jitb, ASon of a Whore to queſtion a Man of 1506 /. a Year , and 
4 difpute 


.away, tay ſome of you here and watch, the re 
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diſpute the Family of the 7rþynies; by $4 Fego, he deſerves to he mor 
hs ? ſhi A L 

we r; Candle Wha's4, Goods Tn 1 L4H 


c 


rn Drawer, gives a Cup © * Sack here 
Zech. Ah Lord ! 'tis myFathe —_ gR as' 5 Wheel: Hoot 
ſhall be found out, for he holds his Torch fo high, þhatgay one 'rha 
by muſt needs ſee me, | Takes Orange 99 5..08t of + E Poker. 
and tbrows ot Tilbury. 
_ Tilb. why Baſeals, Poliroans — Sons of Pc njyenheS' ee ok 
hah Dateyou affzont a Man ef Qualit les 
txcy Quality-- Hab Frppies, by #t ;Z4go] break; all ewe: ty 
teach -you to-be civil-now, now=-canyot 1 fnd C'r a Wi 
great cnormance of this City---herc's _ Lran I 
fone to throw at a Nog»--nowmatcer-—-['11 ſet fire on your Buſh 
one-+r 111 mortific your Owls Neſt by $2 Zogre.. 
Zech.- Oh ! 1 ſhall be burnt ! | pars 4 3g 
Why Father, Father, Ita heve ! I'm (here? Your Son} , "Flack 
Son Oh Losd if Ixry out 10043 bal be dangi97=T at. 
do? Tie ! Fire! Fire! 


E ner the Cle and Watch, 


Conft. How now What's hare one. going . whe thefoy ſe? A 


away with him to.the Lodge 3 here's fine, work radeed! Co 4 mbrin h 
u crea You nem 


[ Ex. Conſtable with Tilb. 

1 Watch. But is't poſſible os this houſe ſhould be haunted,and 
yet Folks live in't ! 

2 Watch. Poſſible? as ſure as you are there Neighbours. They fay the 
Devil appear'd to. !rm ovary Night in the. likgnely wt. a Hpg- 

1 Watch, Lord bleſs us Sirs a Hog * but ſee what the Devil can 


a 


> BY Porindan the ha ay Patch, and opts Jets bt to x- 
4 4 Tom 24945 4 you the, (019 it 5 
3 ach. Ay ny's: face a ahear NephboonobMy = _—_— rh 


AREUIR Koen For, 


Lad 


«\ 


2 Watch. why look ps 255 one a iaberae eos EN Aid ef a 


go Jaw ob4 OTE pr on os lartoun 99 671 
$2Lt ym 591 10,001 Vi; 46 0996-137 Salts WA »: 
16 OW ; ook: nows the Bays a,cuaning; Hog, Yþcn 0aja- 
ſion ſerves kept rn 1 | $7 \Jampix 
that the poor Wench was cyen out = : wits 3 ou'd have pray d, 
2 


RB. a 


60 MADAM- FICKLE; Or, 
but her memory being very ſhort, and her Prayer-book out of the way, 
ſhe. could'not. In ſhort, Sir, this , or this Devil, er this Devil of a 
Hog, for'ts all ——having thrown down ſeveral Pewter Diihes , and 
ſwallow'd a whole Porridge-pot of Brewis takes me his way into 
the Cellar —— there makes ſuch a wrack among the Butts and Bottles-» 
ſuch havock among the Glaſſes { Tob. puts out the Candle 
How now, who puts'out the Candle there ? in the Lanthorn, 
1 Watch, Not I: | 
2 Watch, Nor l. 
Tob. Ugh! Ugh ! Ugh! [_ Grunts like a Hog. 
Omn, Oh it comes! it comes ! the Devil, the Devil--- [ Ex, 
Tob. Udſhaſh ! this Ugh,Ugh, was a rare invention, { Tob.comes ont. 
T think I have'outwitted the Rogues: Now give me a Man that can help 
a danger at a pinch,for tho' I ſay it, Machiavit was an Aſs to me at anights 
intriguez but Tl! away, for fear of inſurreQions--» [ Ex. 
'** Zech, That was Toby's voice, T'believe he's gone 3 what the Devil was't 
ſcar'd the Watchmen ſo---No matter now, the Coaſt is clear----T'1} ven- \ 
ture down---ſq--= 27 4 Gets down the Ladder, 
Upan Hbnour I have been ſeverely'frighted to t : But the uncertain 
Fare of a Night-walker feldom meets better ſuceeſs--- | 
I have c{cap'd two eminent dangers, Burning and Hanging, 
The thought of which has made me as dull asa riff'd Cully, 


, Thus with the Brawny Crew of Suburb Roches, 

4 We ſwimthe Brackiſh Oceanof Debocket, 
' Without the Senſe of Honour or Reproches, ” 
| - © X. 


pe Scene 3 © 1 


 Exter'Sir'Arthur, Silvia, Arbella, Conſtantia. 


. Sir Arth, Came, come, I ſay, there's a trick mt, fqme cunning ſcur 
"kewd delign,T know it ; have not foſter d'her with tenderneſs? and be- 
fore ſhe could write Womay, bref! Key carefally ! What cauſe has ſhe then 
'-co'deſert my hoult*" Anſwer me that; whateauſe 2 115-7 ++ © 
- Sits, Only far Sir, you ſhould match her againſt her Will, 
"'Heav'n knows I know no other cayſe; oo 
Sir Arth;" No; no; there'muſt be'more m't,*twas your pleaſure Miftriſs 
often to quarrel with her, it eaus'd yoirenvy to ke beſo belov'd--hah-» 
- Butbrin ner agen, and quickly too, or ſee my face no more, ' ot"'of my 
dbors, by Facobs Pantible---a Relique of Rendwn Cihettbry :\ Thou art 
' ko more my,daughter, unicſs my Necce zeturg-=s '(- -/ '7 


Ly - Arbels, 


__Coubts--> 


queſt co know what bus 'ne($ brings you hither ſo carly ? 


. kept her intrigues from her knowledge, a 


The Witty Falſe One. 6t 

Ath. Indeed Sir Arthur you aze alittle too ſevere in this, for Iam 

confident Madam Conftantia knows m—_—_— of her. going, ſhe alwayes 

nd conſequently this, being, it 

of more importance than any of the reſt; what her deſign 

is Heav'n knows, but a day or two's time will . doubtles diſcover 
all, | F | 

Sir Artb, Madam Arbels, you are one I reſpe&, your Fathcr Sir A:- 

drew Swipplethrop is. my intimate good Friend, a Man I love and honour 3 

and by St Augu/tines Night-cap-- Madam Arbellz you are welcome to my 

houſe, but ſeek not to defend an ill Argument---I fay once more there's 

a trick in't---and give me leave, Madam, I will perſevere in my juſtice--- 

therefore Minion look to't., | 


Enter Doxel. 


Dor. Sir, there is three Gentlemen below, Suitors to Madam Fick/e, 
that defire admittance--- 
Sir Arth. Conduct 'em up, I hope here's ſome diſcovery. 


Enter Bellamore, Manley aud Harry. 


Bell, Though I was ignorant, Sir, you were my Rival, I chought I 
had known yon for a Gentleman, one that wou'd not have carry'd a de- 
kgnunder the ilgyile of counterfeit madneſs 3 but aſſure your (elf. Sir, 
ſuch an injury ſhall require ſatisfaRion. | . 

Man. And have it, my Lord, when you dare demand it:: all falſhosd 
I cvs nor can I condemn my ſelf with carrying on a Love intrigue 
with policy. A, oe 

Har. *sDeath ! 1 ſee I am baffled atlaft, —_— two of her Siti- 
tors---I, it ſeems, the third 3 but F hope her choſce-will diffpatE-all 
Sir Arth. My Lord and Genternen, your hiimbte Servant, may Ire» 


Bel. 1 ſuppoſe my buſine(s is not unknown, I come $S ir Arthur, to pay 


. my deyotion-to the charming Corinna. 


Har. And I ifiine ta the glorious Cleio, © 
4 May -And-I the particular tendex of my heart*to the adcribk 
elia. TT; | s 0 P&371 « PONDS 
Sir Arth, Corinna ! Cleio! Celia t They are names of Antiquity, I 


_ £onfeſs — But for Heav'ns fake expreſs your ſelyes more largely Gentle= 


Wa 


L,* 


| men, I know none of hh perſons. © 


rb, Now the Plot begibs'to be Jifſtover'd; "dw -e ſhall ſow 


Pugy bf 1 req TtreAuoqt 


| Conſt 


g<. & 


&3 MADAM FICKLE: Oc 
* "Conſt. Prithee dd but obſerve the alteration of countenances, -vki” this 
was a ſubtle Bevit! cc dei | | | 
\ Bell. Your Neece, Sir Arthar, the rich Widow—1 have had the ho- 
rNidur to be long intereſt'd jn her favour, and ſhe commanded me-to wait 
on. her this' morning , ' and promis*'d pablickly to make choice of 
IMifs ,. - »ir#v. i | . ' p. © . 
Mar, By Heav'n ſhe promis'd to make choice of me. 
Har, Nay gad ſhe promis'd to make choice of me. 
, BU, Wagever ſuchinſufferable impertinence ?' Sir Arthar, I proteſt by 
my honeur, all T ſay is true 3 and by virtue of her premeditated choice and 
eleion, F am the Man. - 
Ma, Death ! What impudence is this? I'fay, by virtue of her choice, 
I am the Man. 
Har. Hell and Furies ! I (ay am the Man. 
Ser Artb. Hcy day ! What are allof, ye the Men ? By the Threſhold 
of Mahomet's Temple, this is very fine! Has ſhe a tripartite Husband, a 
t :rcefo!d Father of Children ? But hark, ye Gentlemen, let ns come nea- 
rer to the buſineſs 3 for as far as I can perceive; you have miftook the 
houſe Here are no Chio*s, nor. Celia*s, nor Corinna's under my roof, 
I can aſſure ye. ?Tis true, T had a Neece, a Widow, and ſuch a Fortune 
as you deſcribe who is this day gone, I think, to ſeek her Fortune-- 
4% rame is Fickſe—— ſure ſhe cannot be the perſon you ſeek | 
after ? | Oe 
Bell, *Tis ſo! We are all moſt findy gyll'd, I find.it? or! *sdeath, 
now; cculd I cat my fleſh for madneſs, dull Blockhead, not to perceive her 
 Wheadling, Y v1 OR 
Man. Fick/e is her name 3 Dam her; ſhe has been fickle enough I ſee-- 
-i0h Bgll1 Hg! Were ever hopes & fruſtrated ?. NR plain now ſhe has 
{| erftercain'd ug all wich equal Carelles, apd by taking a ſeveralname}, has 
thus ſong kept us ignorant ! == ' ME ny rs 
--- Hare, Sure theremult be ſme Plot in this, Sir Arthur, pray be particu- 
hr in tf e Narration —is ſhe certajoly gone Sir ? |. 
- .; Sir Arth, Why, Sir, opon my H 


Why, anour,and the Honour of our Fami- | 
"ly, I proteſt Sir — ſhe is certainly goge Six. 
Har, The Devil go with her Dae bays a Tejze'herafrer:alt thy 
1 | rs. and d ha thus TY <a LL k 
9D. Oh Heat? Wer i pat your Lordiip huddle Toaeklie' a 
; Nay,bya, perſon thatſhou'd, ba*;beenproud .of the honour ſhe xectiy d in 
- the Amourgot a Manof Quality, who was unſenlible gf any beauty but 
the chars of Corinna. nothing cor” d penetrate but the eycs of, Coriana ! 
. Nor! ;norking ,appean 4utzafiy cg bye. the Priſon af Nel, of "te 
ring !— _ WS OP. 
roteſt SirI pity you, Heav'n knows how conſtant you 4Hve 
bo ador'd Celis dreamt of Celis, figh'd for Celia ! Mourn'd 


| os I 
| L out 
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out the tedious Nightis megicatians, and viſncd thelight with thoughts 
of Celie,nnd now t& have fo irange a Metamorphoks, an ungratefut 
Fickle inſtead of a conltant Cetig, by Hear'n 'tis great Tyranny in For 
tune— 

May. Welt Madam, well ! 


Evter Lady Fickle. 


L: Fick, Sir' Arthur, your Servant, permit-a- ſtranger ſomewhat in- 
tereſt'd in your preſeat affair, the liberty of ſpeaking a word or 
ewo. 

Sir Arth. Sir, any Man that -wears,thepreſence, of Gent. has liberty co 
expreſs himſch bere= , _ yEeugys "M $97 

L. Fick, Then briefly and boldly thus — My Lord and Gentlemen — 
I knojv you better than'you imagine, you are all Pretenders to my La1y 
Fickle, a perſon to whom my private inclinations have been long devo- 
ted, and having laſt Night the honour of kiſſing her hand, ſhe in tears 
to'd me, ſhe had deſerted Sis Arthur's houſe, only to be rid of your 
troubleſorn impertinences3 ſhe alſo did me the favour to defire me to 
give you this aſſurance, That ſhe hated you all three, and her former pro» 
ccedings with you, have becn only to divert herſelf with your cercmo- 
nious Addreſſes. $ 

Bell Sure 'tis impoſſible a Woman ſhou'd be ſuch a Devil? Dare you 
prove this ? | 
| a Dam him ——this is the impudentft young HeCtor Iever met 
with. 

Hur, 'Hark ye, dare you fight Sir ? 

L. Fick, Yes Sir, with you if you dare Sir ! Fight ! Blood of the He- 
rocs, d'eequeſtion it — There's my Glove—T'll fight you all three, ap» 
point your place and time, | | 

Mr, The Soul of a Gyant by Heav'n, a very D:vil in decimo 

ſexto, 
- L. Fick Tfcorn to win a Lady of her perfeCtions, with the loſs but of. 
a drop of blood, a River full I ſay, my veins drawn dry, and on the 
active gore fierce atoms darting to win my Love through ſtreams of 
Dcath and. Hortor. Ill bathe my Lips in gore, kiſs bleeding Wounds, 
cleave Helmets, ftand a Breach, and dare a Cannon, divide :a Heart in 
two, hah ! hah! 'tis done. Soul of B2l1a, I'll exhauſt a Flood, 
turn Earth to Chaos, Occans into Blood. Conſume your timorous cring= 
mg Amoriſts, that” would poſſeſs their Heav*n, hut dare not bleed for't. 
Blood is my Province, therefore with you alam I reſdlv'd to hght — 
A ſingle Man's too poor for my Revenge 3 All, all I fay,and all at once, 
is baſe cſe. ; OF 


ud - 


B-& 
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Bell, This is the daringſt young Rogue I ever ſaw, I muſt daſh his 
hopes — Hark'ce young Huffing Sir, no more of this here, follow me,you 
ſhall find one of. ns ſufficient to cut your Throat, 

L. Fick, All or none by Heav'n, I will not fight elſe— 

Dor, Now is the time, and this myſterious Plot ſhall be no longer 
hid —— fic,fie my Lord —1 thought your Lordſhip cheriſh'd too much 
honour ever to draw your Sword againlt a Woman | 

Omn, A Woman ! 

Dor. Look on her well, Sir Arthur, My Lord and Gentlemen, d'ee not 

know her ? Nay, Madam, bluſb not, all muſt out You muſt be dif- 

coyer'd. This is the very perſon you are ſpeaking of, my Lady Fickje ! 

your Cleo Sir ! your Celia! and your Corinne, my Lord ! 

£ Sir Arth, By Phroah *tis the ſame, I know hor now. Why how 
eecc ! | 

L. Fick, Diſcover*d! and i'th' end of all my Plots : what Devil told 
this Fellow my deligns-— Well Uncle—'tis I. | 

Be What in your Maſquerading habit, Madam ? if I may preſume, 
what intrigue to night are you deſigning for ? 

_ L. Fick, *Tis fruſtrated my Lord, you might have known elle. 

M41. Ungratcful Creature ! Was I ſodeſertleſs > Was my hearts paſ+ 
fion ſo far wanting merit, to deſerve this return ? 

Bell. Was I not worthy of your favor ? 

Har, And was my heart too baſe to be your ſlave ? 

L. Fick, By Hcav*n, no; all your deſerts are boundle(s, and Tam far 
nnworthy your addreſſes ; and fince I am diſcover'd,you ſhall know why 
Thave us'd you thus. I lov'd, and was betray'd, and for this cauſe ſwore 
a Revenge on all that ſhould love me. To make it plainer to ye I am 
marry'd, My husband fir'd with jealouſie,forſook me to ſpend his time 
in Travel; fince I have liv*d a Widow in opinion, and wheadled many 
Suitors, but loy'd none... | 

Sir Arth, Why then your Husband lives ! 

L. Fick, I know not Sir, I have not ſeen him ſince. wb 
| Dor. Yes Sir, helives, and lives to bleſs the hour he took up this dif- 
guiſe oh my Sweet=—— Conſider humane frailty, and forgive my 
Crime of too much Jealonſic, [ Pulls off bis Beard, 

L. Fick. My dcar Friendlove ! Can this be true? Am I then once more 
bleſt with thy Carcſſes ? . 

Sir Arth. Hey Dorel metamorphiz*d to Mr Friendlove, by Melchizedech 
this is ſtrange ! ; ; 

Bell, Marry'd ! Gad T have ſpent my time very finely well! if ever I 
truſt a Widow agen, may I wear Horns like Aceon, and ſeek for a Patri» 
mony i* terra"Intoghita. oh 

Dor. 1 ſwear I have been cruel to thy Virtue, but my whole life ſhall 


Fae to makeamends 3 and my noble Lord, and you Gentlemen, whatever 
| Preſents 


— 
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Preſents Do: this Ladies behalf have ibeen ! receiv'd,; ſhell be retyrn'd, 
with ample ſatisfaQtion, and ſince 9 — 
bound. to have a: particular idtereſt inc het ations: ' If aby one.N 
holds himſelf wrong'd , my perſon wreck bim the acknowledgy; 
ment he demands, and my Sword the ſatisfatian of a Gentleman— -, 

Bel. Sir ! 1 hope you: think, 1 dare fight — and refuke not, 
through: fear —— :bixt;Iifince I ſee-the bad, ame reaſon for what, the: 
did, -my particular reſeritmients' are npt worth a.; quarrel: My thoughts 
now bowing down to/this hrine of beauty? —- --;j-. +; To Aghe 

 Mpn., And-mine to; this,.; Madam | -Can:you forgive — [Zo,ConftF., 

. 4lrb, 'Twere-an excellent-zepenge tq uſe you a5 my; Lady Fick/e did, 
T ſwear my Lord you have deſerv'd it. elaye. | wo 
- Bell, We; haveraly felling? o diulgan- eat pardons'3 1 +, 
-Sir Axth. 4 like.this wells!c 4 ikenhis well; \win hex and wear her +, 
My.,Mav/ey, 1.-Jike your: Perſon and-Elate iwell.;; . By King Abaraah L; 
gm very mexry,come; wee'll- have a-Danges 1 11 wy nu 7 

java Us f 200 21-11 91 i [> og— 3H Liottd bin wart 

Enter:Conſtable | aud: Watch: with-Jolyman«< Tilbury; .+- 

, Zedchieh 3:Tabyi 211 T  a292hwdhind fnvol | 
11,100 237ew bus ,2:0!q jib eafiay baton aauryu 3% 

How now, What's here. My Jalywen; and my dd Friend 2itherys 

durance—How came this Friend?..bah{ .-.:.. 1 <1. 4 - DF 

Conſtab. An't pleaſe your; Wyr(bip4; bel: axe the Gentlemen that 
wound«d the =—_ laſt \ghf, 4 Te 15 QNGGs huz, w6,cafqht 
um again; 3nd we took this, pth Ex. van tl* 

7 In , on REY me, yy Batt t Nl Ot 
ance to morrow — I am reſoly'd nothing ſhall hinder my mirth to 
day— Mr, Tilbury and Mr Follyman, I have heard of all your frollicks 
laſt night, both yours and your Sons. Let it be ſo no more: for the 
preſent all ſhall be well But there is no hopes of my daughter 
now ——ſhe's beſtow'd 

Fol. Since ſhe's beſtow'd 3 God give her Joy. I'll cheriſh my felf 
_ a merry Song and a Fidle, and hang pinching, Ict the World 
ener rr tmagm—noqapmaiand 

Tiltb, My Son's unmarry'd, and the Family of the Tilburies thus dif. 
pp By St. ago, Il take poſt and away for Salirbury immedi» 
ately —— 

Tob. And fo will I, Udſhah——if theſe diſtaſters belong to Men 
_ of parts, as yee call 'em—-give me a Country life— for though there's 
leſs wit, there's more ſecurity. 

Zech. Infamous, impertinent ! Canſt thou repugne the pleaſures of a 
Debauchee ! through the.apprehenſion of a walking Nightrap, and a 
guilded Truncheon, with the City Armes on't—— Upon honour thou 
art a $7 Has Hb and unworthy to break a Glaſs in my fociety. 

*# ; 1 might ha bin bangs in your ſociety for all Gu 
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that Fortune wes' my Friend; and:reſerv'd me for the firinre benefir of- 
ck Hang'd ! A man'of parts !' Aw honef: \Nlghtwalker hang'd? 
Tntollerable Impudence ! no-Sir———affure your ſelf no fuch,. 
Fate attends us Brothers of the Bottles. — a Stockado, a 
Gentile thruſt through the Lungs or fo, mighthave 
'I—— but no hanging, | Brothes Rullfinch': no | 
ob, Come, come, 'a-word tothe wiſt'is elec, I ave re- 
ey a reformation —— Erelliſ net your Stockedo's not 1, nor is. a: 
gentile thruſt: through the Lungs, as you terme' it, fo agreeable with. 
my Nature to perſevere. Ip brief, Sir, Iam converted: I'will into the 
Country, immediately... ; 
Sir Arth, . Come, come, riftacs and be ftlend Lam 'in # good hu- 
monur, and Metchizedech —— ſtrife ſhalbbea_Mrenger. ro my. houſe, 
to day: ſo, fo 5. all. all- wdl—=——and though yow are not partners: in. 
this Wedding, you ſhall be merry at it———and let the. World: rnb; as- 
my od_Friend. here ſayes—go call in the Fidlers there [ Dance. 
Dor.. Come!,: my- dear: ſajcet, and lets looſe cus ſelves. 
Io Loyes Embraces.. This is a Nappy's 
L, Fick,, Through, crooked paths, dark plots, and ways. obſcure, 
rs dy ale nin Y ba lives | 
ve alle ton put w_ 
But Ladies;on your he vents pry fate :-— 
' Fer mt hien gain 


| Ae thiWiry ale On 


oy oo glitres rom you, fs, 
A be cher Th. 2-0 | [Bk ner, 
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Epilogue. 


Nd now to you Gallants that ſmiling ſit, 

- And with inſipid Votes infeſt the Pit, - 
Becauſe the Play was by a Stranger Writ ; 

The Poet ſayes, he knowes his. Merit's Roll 

And trembles at the thought of a Caball; 

But ſince a Bully in.his Play I was, © 

I am reſolu'd a Champion in his Cauſe : 

Therefore let him that boaſt> of too much ſtrength, 

Appoint the place, and ſend has Rapiers length 

A barb'rous Critick ſhall not walk the Street, 

Nor from this moment dare to cenſure Wit, 

By Heaw/n I'll pepper you if once we meet. 

Tou ſmile, and perhaps doubt my want of 5kill,” + 

But I'll revenge it, Blood and Death I will. 

I. muſt confeſs there is a ſafer way, 

Ton may walk, ſafely if you'll Tihe the Play ; 

But elſe, if you your Cenſures raiſe anew, 

Fate ſends his Darts:abroad, Blogd wo enſue. . 

Let bim that onthat Baſis honour builds, 

Meet me to morrow inLambs-Conduit-Fields,. 

There be ſball find a Woman now turn d Bully, . 

Has power to turn a Critick to a.Cully. 


EINTIS 


